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Ear of Dorſet and Middleſex, | 


M LORD, 


2 OUR Lordſhip has ſo often and fo 


B Y highly obliged me, that I cannot but 
condemn myſelf for giving you a 
Trouble fo impertinent as this is: 
Conſidering how remiſs I have been in my 
Reſpects to your Lordſhip. in that I have not 
waited on you ſo frequently as the Duty I awe 
your Lordſhip, and my own Inclinations re- 
uired ; but the Circumſtances of my Con- 
5 4 whoſe daily Buſineſs muſt be daily 
Bread, have not, nor will allow me that 
Happineſs. Be pleaſed then, my Lord, to 
accept this humble Dedication as an Infance 
of his Gratitude, who 7 a high meaſure owes 
| \ 3 


bis 


Gentleman of His Majeſty's Bed- Chamber. 


wud 


DEDICATION. 


his Well-being to you. I cannot doubt but 
_ your Lordſhip will protect it, for nothing ever 


flew to you for Succour unſucceſsfully: Iam 
ſureI love Reafon to acknowledge it. As for 
the unlucky Cenſures ſome have paſt on me 
for this Play, I hope your Lordſhip will be- 
lieve I hardly deſerve them. For to my beſt 
remembrance, when firſt I was accuſed of the 
thing by ſome People of the World, who had 


| perhaps as little Reaſon to think I could be 
- guilty of ir, as to believe themſelves. deſerved 


it, I made it my buſineſs to clear myſelf to 
your Lordſhip, whoſe good Opinion is dearer 

me than any thing which my worſt 
Enemies can wrong me of elſe: I hope I 
convinced your Lordſhip of my Innocence in 
the matter, which I would not have endea- 


voured had it not been juſt. For I thank my 


Stars I know myſelf better than (for all the 
Threats folne have been p to beſtow 
upon me) to tell a Lye to ſave my Throat. 
orgive me, my Lord, this Trouble, con- 
tinue me in your Lordfhi s Favour and 


2 Opinion, nd actept bf the Prayers and 


wiſhes of 
Your moſt humble, and 


"onal oldiend Ae, 


Tro. OTway. 


2 3 
- Is 


Spoken by Mr. Smith. 
OW hard a Tak bath that peor Drudge of Stage, 

That Artes to pleaſe in this fantaſtic Age? 

It ir a thing fo difficult to bit, 

| That bt's @ Fool that think: to di't by Wit; eres Þ 
Therefore our Auther bid me plainly jay, | 
You muff not look for any in bi: Play. 
P tt next places Ladies, there no Banudy infts | * 
Ne not ſo much as one <well-muaning Hint 3 

Nay more, u written every Word be ſay:, 

On Aria Vigils, and on Fabia Days, 
When be bu Flihh to Penance did enjoin, 
Nay took fuch Care to work it chaflt and fine, 
He diſciplin'd himjelf at c Line. 
Then, Gentlemen, no Libel be intends, ' 
fv fas howe Sroue ts won in aohth ih ee 
And Poets have /o very few of theſe, | 1 
They'd need take care whoſe Favour "tis they eſe. ES 
Whe'd be a Poet? Parents all beware, 
Cheriſh and educate your Sons with Care: KOO, 
Breed em to wholtjom Law, or give em Trades, 
Let 'em not follow th' Muſes, 2 
Hrw many very hopeful rifing Cit 
Have wwe of late known Freit'd by ravaing Wits Þ 
Poets by Critics are worſe treated here, ; 
Than on the Bankfide Butchers do a Bear. 

Faith, Siri, be hind, fince now hi: Time it come, 


# + WÞ 


When he muſt land or fall as you ſhall , ñd 

Give bim Bear-Garden Law, that's fair Play fort, 

Au bes content for one, ef ages 
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ACT: L 8 c EN E I. 
s CEN E, Th Mal... 
Tavmanx reading @ Billet, and Servant... 
TRUMAN. 


319 
Morde it, without any thing more, gave the Word 
and away ſhe hurry'd. 

"AUMAMFE | wo7 oo 70 

The meaning of a Billet of this Nature without” a 
Name is a Riddle to me [&ad. 

You know me and fee me often, IT wiſh I may never for 
you more, except you inow better where 10 place your Lowe, 
or I were abler to govern mine: A. you are a Gettheman 
burn this ſo foon as it comes to your Hattlio—— Mdicv-- 
Well, this can be no other than ſome Ranch Virtue of 
Thirty-five, that js juſt vow fallen under "the 'Tempta- 
tion; or what is as bad, one of thoſe cautious Dealers that 
2 where they are 2 


10 Fan e in Pannen. 


be wondrous kind, tho' they diſcover no more to the 
| Lover than be has juſt Occaſion to make uſe of 


Enter Goopvite and VALENTINE. 


VALENTINE. 
| "Sri, Good-morrow ; juſt out of your Lodging ? 


but that I know thee better, I ſhould ſwear thou hadſt re- 
ſoly'd to ſpend this Day in Humiliation and Repentance 
for the Sins of the laſt. 
GOODPMYILEE. 
I beg your Pardon! Some Lady has taken up your 
time. Thou canſt no more riſe in a Morning without a 


Wench, than thou canſt go to Bed at Night without a 
Bottle. Truman, wilt thou never leave Wuoring ? 
TRUMAN. 

Peace, Matrimony, Peace—ſpeak more reverently of 
your dearly beloved Whoring. Falentin', he is the 
mere Spirit of Hypocriſy———-he had hardly been mar- 
ry'd ten Days, but he left his Wife to go home from the 
Play alone in her Coach, whilſt he debauch'd me with two 
 Vizors in a Hackney to Supper. 

YFITENTINE. 

Truly, Goodwile, that was very civil, and mby come to 
ſomething But, Gentlemen, it begins to grow late. 
Were ſhall we dine? | 
| | TRUMAN: 

| Whees you will, I am indifferent. 
GCOODFYILE. 
And L 


VALENTINE. 


TRUMAN. 
With whom? 


| 155  F ALENTINE. 
Wyy, your Couſin Malagene Goodvile. 
, GOODFILA. 

5 Faleatine, thou art 9 Tis 


true 


FarexDsSnry i Fasnron. Ot 
true indeed, he is ſome Relation to me, but ds ſuch a y- 
ing Varlet, there is no enduring of him. 
VALENTINE. 

But Rogues and Fool we & very plety, "hard 
always to eſcape 'em. 

TRUMAN. 

Belides, bo 4% bo bb e WO 
he never ſpoke well of any Man behind his Back, nor 
ill before his Face: He is a Diſperſer of nauſeous 
Scandal, tho? it be of his own Mother or Siſter ; pr'ythes 
let's avoid him, if we can to-day. 
6009711. 

"Twill be almoſt impoſſible, for he is as impy 
he is troubleſome : as there is no Company fo but bel 
keep, ſo there's none ſo good but hell to, If 
he has ever ſcen you once, he'll be ſure of you': And if 
he knows wtere you are, he's no more to be kept out 
of your Room, than you can keep him oat of your Debt. 

V ALENTINE. 

He came where I was laſt Night, roaring drunk ; ſwore 
Damn him, he had been with my Lord fuch-a-one, and had 
fwallow'd three Quarts of Champaigne far his Share, 
bud be had much a-do to get away, but came then par- 
_ [ticularly te drink a Bottle with ma: I was forc'd to prey 
| miſe him. 1 would meet him to-day, to get id of imp. 

GOODFPMYILE. 1 

Faith, Gentlemen, let us all go dine at my Houſe: 1 
have ſnubb'd him of late, and he Il hardly venture that way 
fo ſoon again: At Night Pit promiſe you good Company ; 
my Wife {for I allow her for my own fake what Freedom 
the pleates) Ros Teng or thy Fiddles to come. 

TRUMAN. | 

6/4 Geadwile, if there be any Tock. thing as Baſs in Ms- 

trimony, thou haſt it: But methinks, there's as it were 

a Mark 1 5 n chat makes em as diltin- 

guiſhable from one of un, as are from the teſt 
of Mankind. LOS 

6009 
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GOODMFYILE. 

'Oh there are Pleaſures you dream not of; he is only 5 
conkn'd by it that will be ſo; A Man may make his 
Condition as eafy as he pleaſes.——Mine is lach a fond 


wanton Ape, I never come home, but ſhe entertains me 
with freſh Kindneſs : and Jack, when I have been hunt- 


ting for Game with you, and miſs'd *. 
ſtops a Gap well enough. 
TRUMAN. 

There's no Condition ſo wretched but has its Reſerve : 
Your Spaniel turn'd out of Doors, goes contentedly to 
his Kennel : Your Reggar, when he can get no better 
Lodging, knows his old warm Buſh; and your marry d 
Whore-maſter that miſſes of his Wench, goes honeſtly 
home, and there's Madam Wife. But Goodwile, who 
are to be the Company at Night ? 

i GOODPMYILE. 

In the firſt place, my Couſin Yi&oria pour Idol, Jack 
Truman; then Mr. Valentine, there will be the charming 
Camilla, and another that never fails * 
caſion, the unimitable Lady Sgucamiſb. | 
| TRUMAN. 
| "hes inffeed is a worthy Pes, a great Cricic for- 
ſooth: one that cenſures Plays, and takes it very ill ſhe 
has none dedicated to her yet; a conſtant Frequenter of 
all Maſquerades nucl Public Meetings, a perfect Coquet, 
eee and ſomething old. 

1 TFALENTINE. : 
| | Diſcourſes readily of all. the Love-Intrigues of the 
Court and Town, 83 of Accompliſhments 
and good Breeding, as the calls it; a reſtleſs Dancer ; one 

3 ill would never be out of Motion. 
: TRUMAN. 
"Hw, Faliatize ! you were once a great Admirer there, 
" have a care, how you ſpeak. too harſhly of your Mit 
-  trels, tho” the Buſineſs be over. You ſtand well with the 

2 and are held'a Man of Principles, 

my * TT GOOD 
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GOODFILE. 
That indeed is a fine Creature. Your old bara d 


Sthger has always ſome ſuch reſty Whore-maiter or an- 


other, whom ſhe makes the beſt of her Deſpair withal ; 
and after being foriaken by half the Town beſides, com+ 
forts herſelf in her Man of Principles. But now I think 
on't, we delay too long. I'll go before and prepare: 
Gentlemen, you lt be ſure to follow ?- 
TRUMAN. 
Sir, we'll not fail to wait on. you. [Exit Goodvile: 
Boy! is the Coach ready ? Yalentine I have had the 
.. 
Zuter Mal AG. 
How came he hither ? | 
MAL AGENE. 
Tack Truman, Monfiear Valentine, bon jour ——— Was 
not that Goodwite | met en. in ha ! 
; VALENTINE. | 
Yes, be parted hence but now. 
MALAGENE.. 
Faith, I'll tell ye what, Gaadoman, Gradadh'o a vary 
| honeſt Fellow as can be, but he and [ n 
TRUMAN. 
POET I ily x hs br yi hn, 
VALENTINE. 
Pray, what was the matter, Malagene* 
Why I was adviſing him to look after things better at 
Home: The Fellow has marry'd a young Wife, and there 
| he lets ber make Balls and give Entertainments, I was 
free with him, and told him of it to the purpoſe: ork 
I ſhould be ſorry to ſee any ill come on't, very ſorry. _ 
TRUMAN. 
But hark ye, Malagene, Goodvile's a fort of a ſ * 
panion, and apt to have fo good an Opinion of 


4 FrienpsHie in FAs HO. 


that he is able to manage Affairs without your Advice: He 
might have been very levere with you upon this Occaſion. 
MAL AGENE. 

Severe with me! I thank you for that with all my 
Heart ; that had been the way to have made a fine piece 
of Work on't indeed ; hark ye, (under the Roſe) he's 
fweetly fitted with my Couſin tho. 

VALENTINE. 

Pray, Sir, ſpeak with more Reſpect: We are his Friends, 
and not prepar'd to reliſh any of your Satire at preſent. 

 MALAGENE. 

O Lord, Sir, I beg your pardon ; you are a new Ac- 
quaintance there, I remember, and may deſign an In- 
tereſt. Faith, Ned, if thou doſt, I'll never be thy hin- 
drance, for all ſhe's my Kinſwoman. 

TRUMAN. 


Tue Raſcal, if he had an Opportunity, would pimp 
for his Siſter, tho” but for the bare Pleaſure of telling it 


himſelf. | 
MALAGENE. 
Now when he comes home, will ſhe be hanging about 
his Neck, with, O Lord, Dear ! where have you been 
this Morning? I can't abide you ſhould go abroad ſo ſoon 
that I can't: You are never well but when you are with 
that wicked lewd Truman, and his debauch'd Companion. 
young Yalentine : But that I know you are a good Dear, 
I ſhould be apt to be jealous of you, that I ſhould, ha, ha. 
TRUMAN. 

Sir, you are very bold with our. Characters, methinks. 
MAL AGENE. 

I., ſhaw! your Servant; ſure, we that know one an- 

"other may be free: You may ſay as much of me, if you 
pleaſe. B did you hear noching of 
my Buſineſs laſt Night ? ——ta. 

. TRUMAN. 
Not a Word I affure you, Sir. Pray how was 17 
Feychee let bim done a little, Palentine. . 


M 4 
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| MAL AGENE, 

Why, coming out of Catel, lail Night (Where it 
had coſt me a Guinea Club, with a Right Honourable or 
two of this Kingdom. which ſhall be namelchs) juſt as I 
was getting into a Coach, who ſhould come by bat a 
Fellow with a Woman in his Hand, aud twore,. 
Damn him; the Coach was for him ; we had tome Words, 
and he drew; with that I put by his Paſs, closd with 
him, and threw up his Heels, took away his Flu, gave 
| him two or three good Cots over the Face, feiz'd upon 

Danese, carry'd her away with me to my Chamber, 
manag'd her all Night, and juſt now ſent her of, — Faith 
rr 

FRUMAN. 

What, a Perſon of Quality at that time oh Night, 

and on Foot too. 


MALAGENE. 
Ay, and one that you both know very well, but take 
no notice on't. 5 


VALENTINE. 

Oh, Sir, you may be-ſare we ſhall bs very cantious of 
ſpreading ene 
| hell; the higheſt he ever arriv'd at was a Bawd, and de too 
baniſh'd him at loſt, becaaſe he boaſted of be Favours, 
MALAGENE. 

Nay, not that I care very much neither; you may tell 
it if you will; for I think it was no more than any one 
would have done upon the fame Oer. 

TRUMAN. 

Doubtleſs, Sir, you were muck in the right. Bat, 

Valeming, we ftay too long; "ti time we were going. 
MAL AGENE. 
What, to Dinner? Il mike u third bun- —ebee 


hall it be? 
| TRUMAN. 


| Si, I n ſorry, 1 b ci 


* * p ” 
FS SK £4 


x 4. 
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MAL AGENE. 


Whoo ! pr'ythee, that's all one, 1 am ſure I know the 


Company; I'll go along at a venture. 
FF SLENTINSE. 
No, but Malageze, to make ſhort of the Buſineſs, 


we are going into Company that are not very 


Friends of yours, and will be very uneaſy if you be there. 


MALAGENE. 


What's that to the — care. as tint for them 


as they do for me; tho' on my Word, Sparks! of honeſt 
Fellows, you keep the oddeſt „ +, ry rung 


ever I knew. 
TRUMAN. 


But, Sir, we are reſolv'd to reform it, and in order. | 


chereunto deſire you would leave us to ourſelves to day. 
"MAL AGENE. 

1 I'll tell you, go. along with me; L 

have diſcover'd a Treaſure of pale Wine - aſſure you 

tis the ſame the King drinks of 

Fack ? I am but for one Bottle or two; for faith I have 

reſolv'd to live ſober for a Week. 

| TRUMAN. 

Pr'ythee, Tormentor, leave us; do not I know the 
Wine thou drink*ſt is as baſe as the Company thou r ? 
To be plain with you, we will not go with you, nor 
n 

MAL AGENE. 
®* Why, if one ſhould ask the Queſtion now, whither 
are you going ? ba! 
” VALENTINE. 

How comes it, Malagene, you are not with your two 
Friends, Caper and Saunter you may be ſure of them; 
they'll eat and drink. and go all over the World with-you. 

MALAGENE. 
How canſt thou think that I would keep ſuch loath- 


me Company? a Brace of filly, talking, dancing, 


finging Raſcals ; "Tis "OY I contraſted an Acquaintance . 


with 


What ſay you 


4s a a 
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with em, I know not how; and now and then when I 
am out of hamour, love to laugh at and abuſe 'em for 
an Hoar or two — bat come what will ont, 1 am re 
folv'd to go along with you to-day. 5 
TRUMAN. 

Upon my Word, Sir, you cannot——Why. ſhould 

you make ſo many Difficulties with your Friends ? 
MALAGENE. 

Whoo! prithee leave fooling——You would ſhake me 
off now, would you? But I know better things The 
| Sham won't paſs upon me, Sir, it won't, look you. 

n 

Death, we muſt uſe kim ill, or there is no getting ri 

of him. Not paſs, Sir? 
MALAGENSE. 
No, Sir. 


TRUMAN, 
Pray Sir, leave us. 
MALAGENE. 
I ſhan't do't, Sir. 

TRUMAN. 


But you muſt, Sir 
MALAGENE, 
May be not, Sir. 
nr 


1 am going this 
MALAGENE. 


80 am J. 
FRUMAN. 
But, Sir, I muſt ftay here a little longer. 
| MALAGENE, 
With all my Heart; ti the ſame thing, [am not in haſte; 
VALENTINE. 
Have a care, Malageue, 


(Walking of 


18 FATENDSs HIT n Faigrrow. 
NMATLAGENE. 


Beating ; I am ſorry, Sir, you Khow no better: Por, 


am us'd to ferve him fo, Man; let him alone, you ſhalf 
ſee how I'll teize him. Hark you, Jack. 
TRUMAN, 
Sir, you are an impudent troubleſame Coxcomb. 
MALAGENE. 
No matter for that, I ſhan't leave you. 
TRUMAN. 
Sir, I ſhall pull you by the Noſe then. 
MALAGENE. 
Tis all one to me, do your worſt. 
5 | TRUMAN. | 
Take that then, Sir Now d'ye her 


| Teal, bim by the N * 
Go about your Buſineſs. 
MALAGENE. 
Nay, faith, Jack, now you drive the jeſt too far; What 


a Pox I know you are not in carneft; pr'ythee let's go. 


TRUMAN 
Death, Sir, you lie; not in carneſt!—let [ Kicks bim.] 


this convince you——How like you the Jeſt now, Sir? 
| MALAGENE. 


Hark you, Truman, we ſhan't dine together then, ſhall we? 


VALENTINE. 
Faith, to tell you the Truth of the Matter; Truman 


had a Quarrel laſt Night, and we are juſt now going to 

make an end 07't: 'Tis that makes him fo ſurly. Never- 

theleſs, now | think on't better, F 

perhaps we may have occaſion for a third Man. 
MALAGENE. 


No, no, if that be the Buſineſs I'll fay no more; puh 


IL hate to preſs into any Man's Company againſt his In- 
clination. Truman, upon my Reputation you are very 


uncivi now, that you are. But hark you, I ran to the 


Groom-rortcr's laſt Night, and loſt my Money—Pr'ythee 


lend me two Guineas till next time I ſee thee, 1 


you'll go, you ſhall; 


th 
fre 
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TRUMAN. 

With all my Heart, Sir. I was fare "would come. to 
this at laſt; tis here, you may command what you ple 
from your Servant. Malagens, 
| Ne enn 


| "MAL AGANE. ' 
Dear Jack 3 [Ex. Trum 
FALENTINE. 
Won't you go along with us then, Malagene ? 
MALAGENE © 
No, here are two filly Fellows coming: ru go and 
_ diveremylelf a little wich them at peefent. 
VALENTINE, 


Why, diols we the very Poogle' yoo! rails ae fb-hnd 
now You will not leave us for them, at a time when 


you may be fo mn 
MALAGENE. 

Haag it, you! de 20 decation for d Mis ; ay ug 
more on't, bot take my Advice ; be fore you Mund faſt, 
don't give ground, — hear; puſh brifely; and PH wile 
rant you do your Batik. 

"FALENTINEKE, 

Sit, I thank you for your Counſel, 40 te try 6s 
e Your Colipng b but you ue engag d? 

 MALAGENE. 

Are you ſure tho it will come to fighting? I have po 
mind to leave your Company, tnethities. 

VALENTINE. 2 

Nay, nothing fo certain „ 
you would go, for 1 fancy thefe will be three in the fi. 

 MALAGRENE © 

A pox on't, now I rethembet, 1 promis'd to meet 
theſe People here, and ciin't woid them how; I'd go 
with you elf- with all my Heart Faith aud Troth, but if 
you'd have me fend a Guard, TOE - 


VA. 
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VALENTINE. 3 TOE 
No, Sir,—there's no Danger Nothing but the Rogue 5 , 
Cowardice could have rid us of him. [Exit Val- 
MSL SME 46; 5< wy 06 
Morning ? 1 


How now, Bullies, whither fo faſt this . 
parted juſt now with Jack Truman and Ned Valentine: 
They would fain haye had me to Dinner with em. but 
I was not in a Humour of drinking, and to ſpeak the 
Truth on't, you are better Company ten to one. They 
ingroſs fill all the Diſcourſe to themſelves ; And a Man 
can never be free with them neither. 

. CAPER, ' 7 

Oh Lord, Malagene / we met the delicat'ſt Creature 
but now as we came round; I am a Raſcal, if ] don't 

think her one of the fineſt Women in the World; J 

ſhan't get her out of my Mind this Month. 1 

SAUNTER. 
"Twas Vidteria, my Lady Fairfield's Daughter, that 
came to Town laſt Summer when Goodwvile was marry'd- 

He in love with her, poor Soul! ſhall beg his par- 

MALAGENE. © 

That's Traman's blowing: She's always ling'ring after 
him here, and at the Play-houſe: She heats berſclf here 
every Morning againſt the general Courſe at Night, where 
ſhe comes as conſtantly as my Lady Sgrcamiſb herſelf. 
Y EATER. : 
I vow that's a fine Perſon; don't you think ſhe has 

abundance of Wit, Malagene? She and I did fo rally 

Caper t other Day. | 
— . 

Ay, it may be ſo. 
SAUNTER. | 
But did you never hear her fing ? She made me fit 
with her till Two o'Clock t'other Morning to teach her 
an Italian Song I have, and I vow ſhe ſings it wonderfully. 


MAL 


1 e 
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MALAGENE. 
Damn her, ſhe's the moſt affeted amorous Jilt, and 
loves young Fellows more than an old Kite does | 
Co there is not a Coxcomb of eighteen in Town 
her, we ſhall have her draw Wan 
Marrinony wha this Fortoight. . 
| CAPER. | 
„ thou art the moſt ſatirical Thief 


1 
nnn 


SAUNTER. 
Well, I hope to ſee thee fo in love one Day 


as to leave off drinking as I have done, and fet up for , 
Shape and a Face: Or, what is all one, write amoroug 
Sonnets, and fight Duels with all that do but look like 
Rivals. I would not be in love for all the World, I vow 
and ſwear. [Walks up and down with an affected Motion, 


CAPER. 
Nor I. 


—— Ab Phillis, if you would not love 
The Shepherd, &c. [g: 


Ball to- night, is't true ? 
 MALAGENE. 
Yes, I intend to be there, if I do not go to Court. 
CAPER. 
I am glad of it with all my Heart -——Saunter —— 
There's my Lady, to be ſure ſhe] not fail. 
SAUNTER. 
But will you go, Malagene Geedvile and you are at a 


MALAGENE. 

Whoo | pox that's nothing, I'll go for all that: But 
faith, I ſhould meet my Lord t Court to night. 
Beſides, I han't been in the Drawing-Room theſe three 


Days; the Company will wonder what's become of me. 


4 * 5 _ 8 7 e 
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Bute Lady Sep id Gifs; 


She here! nay then 
| CAPER. 
Madam, your Ladyſhip's melt humble Servant 


Lady SAU EAN H. 


Mr. Caper, your moſt devoted — Oh dear Mr. 


Saunter! a thouſand Thanks to you for my Song. 
. 
Your Ladyſhip does your Servant too much Honour. 


[Sings, As Chloe Full of, &C- 


Lady SNXUEAMISH. 
Mr. Caper, you are a Stranger indeed, I have not 
ſeen you theſe two Days: Lord, where d'ye live? 
CAPER. 


I ſhould have waited on your Ladyſhip, but was ſo 
tir d at the Maſquerade at my Lord Flutter's F other Night. 


[Dances and Capers. 
SAUNTER. 
Madam, Madam, Mr. Goedvile gives a Ball . 
Will „our Ladyſhip be there? 


Lacy SQUEAMISH. 


Ves; I heard of it this Morning; Yi&oria ſent me 


Word. 
CAPER. 


Oh, Madam, d'ye hear the News ? ab 


Ball to-night: I hope I ſhall have the Honour of your 
Ladyſhip's Company. | 
8 
1 
On Lord, Mr. Malagene, I beg your Pardon, upon my 
-Honour I did not fee you; wh barks ode op 
Civilities of theſe Gentlemen. 
MAL AGENE. 99 
* Your Wit and Beapty, Madam, aan command the 


UEAMISH. 


Congees afe@edy. 


. Caper, pray don't you fail us. 


A. = 


chielt baſeſt Fellow—-befdes, he bas no Principles 
| Breeding: I wonder you Gentlemen will keep him 


Camilla of late, who 
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Honour and Admiration of all the World. But » 
did your Ladyſhip fee Mr. Talent. 
Lacy SQUEAMISH. 
Oh, name him not. . Malagenes ; he's the pnwor- 
nor 


Company, I'll ſwear he's enough FSR IM 


the whole Sex. 
MALAGENE. | 
The Truth on't is, Madam, 1 do drink with him tow 
od hes eek RO Per ke Dae WE but it is 


| when better Company is out of the Way; and Faith he's 


always very civil to me a« can be: I can rule him. 
L SQUEAMISH. 
houſe impoſible, Wit! why he was abroad 
but two Years, and all that time too in an Academy; he 
— — of the French Court, and 
has the worſt Mien in the World : He has a fort of an 
ill-natur'd way of talking indeed, and they fay makes 
bold with me fowtetimes, but PH aſſure you I ſcorn him, 
 MALAGENE, 
Truly he has niade very told with you, or be is foaly 
bely d: Ha, ha, ha. 

Lag $SQUE AMISH. | 
ſay he's grown a great Admirer of Madam 
paſſes for a Wit forſooth. "Tis true, 
ſhe's well but I ſuppoſe is not the firſt that has 
been troubled with his impertinent Addreſſes. | 

MALAGENE, 
Indeed he would not let me alone, till I brought bim 


acquainted there: He owes that Happineſs to me. = 


methinks your Ladyſhip ſpeaks with nn 
Heat——By Heav'n ſhe's jealous ! Lau. 
> SRUEAMISH. 

No, I'll aſſure you, Sir, I am not concern d at it in the 


beaſt, Bot Gd youerer hea —— 
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| | MALAGENE. | 
Never any ill, Madam; ene 

and then; but Truman and he are wont to be ſomething 
laviſh when they have been drunk in my Company,—— 


Twill work. 
UEAMISH. | 
4 ig, 1 eee 
hind my Back, becauſe be fail'd in his filthy Deſigns. 
Madam Camilla may deſerve better of him, I doubt not: 
But if I am not reveng d on his Falſhood [A.. 
CAPER and SAUNTER. 


Lady SAU EAMHIS A. 

Where do you go y? 

„ #4 # - 
Will your Ladyſhip be at the new Play ? 
Lady S AUE AMISH. 

No, I ſaw it the firſt Day, and don't like it. 

.  MALAGENE. 

Madam, it hay no ill Character about the Town. 

4 SQUEAMISH. 

O Lord, Sir, the Town is no Judge. Tis a Tragedy, 
and I'll aſſure you there's nothing in it that's moving. I 
love a Tragedy that moves mightily. 

SAUNTER. 

Does your Ladyſhip know who writ it f 

Lady S2UEAMISH. 

Yes, the Poet came and read it to me at my Lodgings ; 
* is bat a young Blan, and 1 ſuppoſe he has not been 
a Writer long; beſides, he has had little or no Conver- 
{bis with the Ovnre, which has been the Reaſon he has 
committed a great many Indecorums in the ConduR of it. 

"" SAUNTSR. 
I did not like it neither fot wy part; there was never 


a * ha! 
* CAPER. 
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CAPER. 
No, nor ſo much as a Dance. 


MAL AGENE. 
Oh, it's impoſſible it ſhould take, if there were neither 


Song nor Dance in it. 


Lady SLUBAMISH. 
And then their Comedies now-a-days are the filthieft 
Things, full of Bawdy and nauſeous Doings, which they 
miſtake for Rallery and Intrigue : beſides, they have no 
Wit in 'em neither; for all their Gentlemen and men of 
Wit, as they ſtile em, are either filly coaceited impudent 
Coxcombs, or elſe rude, ill-mannerly drunken Fellows 
fough—l am aſham'd any one ſhould pretend to write a 
Comedy, that does not know the nicer Rules of the Court, 
and all che Intrigues and Gallantries that paſs, I vow. 
MALAGENE. 
Who vert ee RE 


your Ladyſhip. 


SLUEAMISH. 

I fear, Mr. Malageze, your are an obliging Perſon; [ 
wonder the World ſhould be ſo malicious to give you fo 
undeſerving a Character as they do: I always found you 
extremely and a Perſon of Worth. | 

MALAGENE. 

In troth, Madam, your Ladyihip and myſelf are the 
Subjects of abundance of Envy; Rr is © Ho 
licious now and then ; and faith, am the very 
of the Court, they all ſtand in awe of me, for I muſt 
ſpeak what I know, tho' ſometimes I am us'd a little 
ſcurvily for it; but faith I can't help it, tis my way. 

La $QUEAMISH. 

Ha, ha, ha, really I love Scandal too ſome. 
times, ſo it be decently manag'd——But as I was 
ſaying, there is not a Perſon in the World underſtands the 
Intrigues of the Court better than myſelf; I am the 
general Confidant re 


Loves of all the _— of Quality in Town. 
You I. CAPER, 
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DR. | 
Dear Madam, how ſtands the Affair between my Lord 
1 
aty $SLUEAMISH. | 
1 Fe tis very provoking to ſee how ſhe 
uſes the poor Creature : but the truth is, ſhe can never 
be at reſt for him; he's more troubleſome than an old Hus- 
band continually whiſpering his Softneſs and making his 
Vows, till at laſt ſhe is forc'd to fly to me for ſhelter, and 
then we do fo laugh—which the good-natur'd Creature 
takes ſo patiently——I fwear, I pity him. 
SAUNTER. 
- But my Lady Colt, they fay, is kinder to the Sparkiſh 
Mr. Pruneit. 


Lady SDUEAMISH. 

O Lord, Mr. Saunter, that you ſhould . no 
better; to my knowledge it is all falſe; I know all that 
Intrigue from the beginning to the ending, it has been 
off this Month-—befides, he keeps a Player again 
Oh, Mr. Saunter / whatever you do, never concern your- 
TIRES Travers. 

SAUNTER. 

Madam, I have left the Folly long ſince; when firſt I 
came to Town, I muſt confefs I had a Gallantry there. 
But fince I have been acquainted with your Ladyſhip's 
Wit and Beauty, I have learn'd to lay out my * to 
better Advantage— think chat was finely ſaid. 

Lady S2DUEAMISH. 
- PH fwear, Mr. Sawnter, you have the moſt court-like 
way of expreſſing 
SAUNTER. 
1 Lord, Madam! [ Bows and n 
Lady S AUE AMISH. 
| - Mr. Malagene, theſe are both intimate Acquain- 
nice; and I! freer f am proud em. Here is Mr. 
anner fings the French manner better than ever F heard 


apy Ig Gentleman in my Life: „ 
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his Zul in finging with a French kind of a Tone of 
Accent, that gives it a ſtrange Beauty——Sweet Sir, do 
me the Favour of the laſt new Song. 
Let me die; your Ladyſhip obliges me beyond Ex- 
preflion———Maſagene, thou ſhalt bear me. 
[ Sings @ Song in French Tone, 
MALAGENE. 
What a Devil was this? I underſtand not a Word on't. 
SAUNTER. 
Ha, Malagene, ha. 
| Lady SQUEAMISH. 
Did you ever hear any thing fo fine ? 
MALAGENE. 
Never, Madam, never: I ſwear, your Ladyſhip is a 
great Judge. 


Lady SNUEAMISH. 
But how plain and diſtinly too every Word was 
 pronounc'd ? 


MALAGENE. 
Oh, to A Imiration, to Admiration. { Mates Mouths n. 
Lacy $SSURBAMISH. © 
Well, Mr. . "il you are a charming Creature 
O fad, Mr. Caper, I long will Night comes : Plt- dance 
with no Body but you to-night, for I ſwear I believe I 
ſhall be out of Humour. | 
MALAGENE. 
That's more than the ever was in her Life, PUT 
ſhe had a Fool or a Fiddle in her Company. 

8 EAMISH. | 
Tho' really Ie im But now you 
talk of Intrigues, I am miſtaken if you don't ſee ſome. 
thing where we are going 
MALAGENE. 

What, Geedile is 10 comms Corll lo tor 


# „  -. * 
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Lady S2UEAMISH. 
Oh, fy, Mr. Malagene, fy: I vow you'll make me 
hate you, if you talk fo ftrangely, but let me die, I 
can't but laugh——ha, ha, ha —— Well, Gentlemen, you 
ſhall dine with me to-day—What ſay you, Mr. — 
will you go? 


| MALAGENE. 
Your Ladyfhip may be ſure of me, I hate to break good 


Company. 
SQNUEAMISH. 

And pray now let us be very ſevere, and talk malici- 
ouſly of all the Town. Mr. Caper, your Hand: Oh, 
dear Mr. Saunter, how ſhall I divide myſelf ——1'll ſwear, 
I am ſtrangely at a loſ Mr. Ma/agene, you muſt be 
Mr. Saunter's Miſtreſs I think at preſent. 

MALAGENE. 

With all my Heart, Madam——>weet Mr. Saunter, 
your Hand: I Gvear, you are a charming Creature, and 
your Courtſhip is as extraordinary as your Voice. — Let 
me die, and I vow I muſt have other Song after Dinner. 
far I am very humourſom and very whimfical _- 


Eon 
COT Un SCENE L 
SCENE, the Ordinary. 


Eiter Mr. Goopvitie and Lire 


| Mr. GOODPFILE. 
ID you deliver the Billet? 
| LETTICE. 
Ves, Madam, faithfully. 
— 99 971K 
are 4 
Bu von ſure you — aw 
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Can your Ladyſhip think 1 would be guilty of the leaſt 

Negle& in a Concern of ſuch moment ? 

Ari. 6009711. 

| And are you ſure he dines here to-day ? 

LETTICE. 

Madam, they are now at Dinner below : Mr. Faleatine's 

there too. Oh, I'll fear be a fine Man, the moſt cour- 

teous Perſon. 

Ai. GOODFYILE. E 

What, becauſe be hunts and kiſſes you when he's 

drunk? No, Lettice, Truman, Truman, Oh that Traman. 
LETTICE. 


And take 8 N 25 af” 
| 3 as 
nn oy e 
Fortnight; de never comes home till 
ing, and then he ſneaks to his ſeparate Bed, 
hes till Afternoon, S 
Parole ; Fleſh and Blood can't endure it. 
LAETTICS += 
But he always vifits your Ladyſhip firſt. 
A.. GOODFILE. 
That's his Policy, as great Debtors are always very 
reſpectſul and acknowledging where they never mean to 
pay. 'Tis true, he gives me what Freedom I can deſire, 

but God knows that's all, 

LATSTICK © 
And where's the Pleaſure of going abroad and getting 


a Stomach, to return and ſtarve at home 
Mr:. GOODFILE. 
I laugh tho' to think what an eaſy Fool he believes 
me; he thinks me the moſt contented, innocent, harmleſs 
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LETTICE. 
A Jewel of a Wite. 
And us blind with Love 6 ki own good Opiaics of 
as as his own 
himſelf has made him. ”"e 
LETTICS, * 
And can you find in your Heart to wro theres « 
natur d, complete, well-meaning, harmleſs Husband, 
that has ſo good an Opinion of you. 
Mr. G00 DLE. 
Ha, wrong him! what ſay you, Lettice? I wron 
my Husband! ſuch another Word forfeits my 
Opinion of thee for ever. 
LETTICE. 
What meant the Billet to Mr. Traumas then this 


Morning ? 4 
Mrs. GOQDFILE, 

To make him my Friend perhaps, and diſcover if [ 
can who it is that wrongs me in my Husband's Affection 
for I am ſure I have a Rival, "And I am apt to believe 
Victoria deſerves no better than ordinary of me, if the 
Truth were known. 

LETTICE. 


Why, ſhe is his near Kinſwoman, and lives here in 
the Houſe with you; beſides, he would never diſhonour 
his own Family ſurely. 

Men. GOODPMYILE. 

You are a Fool, Lertice, the Nearneſs of Blood is the 
leaſt thing conſider d. Beſides, as I have heard, tis 
almoſt the only way Relations care to be kind to one 
another now a-days. 


LETTICE. 


'Ye, Madam, you never meet, but you are as kind and 
fond of him, as if you had all the Joys of Love about 
ou. Lord! how can you diſſemble with him ſo ? Be- 
Lade, Mr. Truman, Madam, you know is his Friend. 
Mr. GOODPFILE. 
Oh, if I would ever conſent | to wrong my Husband 
(which 


% 
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(which Heav'n forbid, Letrice / } it ſhould be, to chaſe» 
with his Friend. For ſuch a one has a double Oblige- 
tion to Secrecy, as well for his own Honour as mine. 
But I'll ſwear, Lertice, you are an idle Girl for calki 
ſo much of this, that you are: Tis enough to put 
Thoughts into n lead, which I am the mot "vert 
to of all things in the World. 

LETTICS. e 

But, Madam, Thoughts are free ; and 'tis as hard not 
to think a little idly ſometimes, as it is to be always in 

Humour. But it would make any one laugh, to 
think Mr. Truman ſhould be in love with Madam Fiderid, 
if all be real which, your Ladyſhip ſaſpetts. 

| Mr:. GOODPFYILE. 

Ay, and with a deſign of Marriage too: But a rang- 
ing Gallant thinks be fathoms and counts it as 
much beneath his Experience to doubt his Security in þ 
Wife, as Succeſs in 8 Miſtreſs, 

LETTICE 

Beſides, after a little time, he is ſo very induſtrious 
in cuckolding others, that he never dreams how ſwim- 
mingly his own Affairs are manag'd at home. 


Enter VicTtoORLA. 


Mrs. GOODPYILE. 
Bot haſh—ſhe's here. 


VICTORIA 
A happy Day to you, 


Malam. 
.. 60072 
Dear Couſin. your humble Servant: Have you heard 


who are below? 
VICTORIA. 
2 young Tce and his inſeparable Companion 


Valentine, 
„ GOODPILE. 
Well, what will you do, Couſin? Trans comes 
reſolv'd on Conqueſt; for with the Advantages he bas in 
By your 
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t hold out againſt him. 
VICTORIA. 

Yes, powerful Champaign as they call it may do 
much; a Spark can no more refrain running into Love 
after a Bottle, than a drunken Country 
diſputing. of Religion when his Patron's Ale grows 
Rronger than his Reaſon. | 

Mr. GOODFYFILE. 

Come, come, diſſemble your Inclinations as artfully 
as you pleaſe, I am ſure they are not ſo indifferent but 
they may be eaſily diſcerned. 

VICTORIA. 
T ruly, Madam, you may be miſtaken in your gueſs. 
Mr. GOODyFYILE., 

How! I doubt it is ſome other Man then bas cauſed. 

this Alteration in you,—Lord, Lettice, is ſhe not Ex- 


tremely; alter d? 
VICTORIA. 


Alter'd, Madam, what do you mean? 
Mrs, GOODYILE. 
Nay, Lettice, fetch a Glaſs, and let her ſee : 
Lord, you are paler than you uſe to be. 
LETTICE. 
Ay, and then that Blueneſs under the Eyes. 
Mr. GOODPFILE. 
Beſides, you are not C lively as I have known you: 


Pardon me, Couſin. 
LETTICE. 


Well, if there be a Fault, Marriage, will cure all. 
VICTORIA. 
PI affure you, I have none that I know of ſtands in 


need of ſo deſperate a Remedy. Marriage! Fault! What 
can all this tend to. 


* Pacs. 


Mr. GOODMYFILE. 
Well, what now? 


Vicar can avoid 


PAIGE - 
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PAGE. 
Madam Comill in coming to wait yon your ev 
Mr:. GOODPFILE. 
Ha, Camilla / Tell her I'll attend her : Won't you go. 
with me, Fiforia? 
| VICTORIA. 
Ill but ſtep into my Chamber, ae | 
[Ex. Mrs. Good. and xe.) Whither can all this drive ? 
Surely ſhe has di of o ** 


| and mine: If the has, I am ruia'd. 


Err GooDvikl 


GOODPMYILE. 

Tasia! your Couſin is not here; is ſhe ? What, in 
Clouds? I ſtole this Minute from my Friends on 
to ſee thee, and muſt not I have a Look? Not a Word? 
FICTORIA. 
© [ am ruin'd and loft for ever, I fear your Wife 
has had ſome knowledge of our Loves: And if it. be 
__ ©, what will then become of me 

GOODPFILE. 

Pr'ythee no more: My Wiſe! ſhe has too good an Opie 
nion of herſelf, to have an ill one of me; and would as 
| ſoon believe her Glaſs could flatter her, as I be. falle to- 
her: My Wiſe!— ha, ha. 
F1efORTsS i. 

Yes, I am ſure it muſt be ſo; it can be no otherwiſe ; 
But you are ſatisty'd, inde reli aware) Arr rr 
but to leave me to be miſerable. 
| GOODFILE. 

ae 
and own myſelf the Baſtard of a Raſcal: Come, quiet thy 
Doubts ; Truman is here; and take my Love for dy 
Security, he ſhall be thine to-night. 

288 | r Thas * 
Reaſon to indeed. 
Me) 'b5 as os 
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would hazard your Intereſt in ſo good a Friend for the 

Reparation of my Honour, that fo little concerns you, 

and which you have already made your beſt of. 
GOODPFILE. 

No more of that, Love's my Proyince; and thine is 
too dear to me to be neglected. Tis true, I have made 
him my Friend, and I hope. he will deſerve it by doing 
thee that juſtice which I am incapable ot. 

VICTORIA. 

You can promiſe eakily. 

GOODFILE. 

Ay, and as reſolutely perform : When I have heated 
him with Wine, prepare to receive him. 

eee dre Goopyile. 

Ha, ſhe bere! 

Mr. GOODPFILE. 

So, ſo, Mr. Goodwile, are you there indeed? 1 thought 

I ſhould catch you. 
| GOODPFILE. | 

Faith, my Dear, I have been ſpeaking a good Word 

for Tack Truman: my Couſin Fideria's too cruel. 

* Mr. GOODMYILE. 

Oh, fy, Fiferia! Can you be ſo hard-hearted to 

nnen 
VICTORIA. 

I muſt confeſs it is with ſome difficulty ; but ſhould 
J too eaſily comply upon Mr. Goodvile's Interceſſon, 
who knows but your Ladyſhip might be jealons ? For he 
that can prevail for another, may preſume there's Hopes. 


for himſelf. 

Mrs. GOODPILE. #4 
„ but Couſin, I know you are my Friend, and 
d not, tho' but in regard of that, do me ſuch an 
Injury: Beſides, Mr. Goodvile knows 1 dare truft him. 
Don't you, Love? | 
GOODPFILE. 
nn — 


A 
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lous Innocence ! [A.] Alas, my Dear, were I as falſe 
as thou art good, 2 would ſhame 
me into Honeſty. | | 


Enter CAMILLA running and fqucaking; Tuna and 
VALENTINE after her. 


CAMILLA. 

For Heav'n's fake, Madam, fave me Mr. G 
tis fafer travellin thro" che” Delerts of Arabia, than 
ent'ring your Houſe : Had I not ras hard for it, 1 had 
been devour'd, that's certain. 

VALENTINE.” 

Oh, Madam, are you herded ? It will be to little pur-- 

poſe ; I am ſtanch, and never change my Game. 
CAMILLA. 

But when you have loſt it, if freſh ſtart up, you can 
be as fully ſatisfyed, who hunt more for the love of the 
Sport, than for the ſake of the Prey, : 

VALENTINE. 

But, Madam, ſhould you chance to be taken, look 
to't; for I ſhall touze and worry you moſt unmercifully, 
till I have reveng'd myſelf ſeverely, * 
coſt me catching. 

CAMILL A. 


Therefore I am refoly'd to keep out of your Reach 3 
Lord! what would become of ſuch a poor little Creature 
as I am, in the Fawo of 6 ravenous an Animal? 

TRUMAN 

But are you too, Lady, ſo wild as Mrs. Camilla? 

 FICTORTA. 


Oh, Sir, to the full! But I hope you are not ſo unmer- 
ciful as Mr. Yalentine.. 
TRUMAN. 
No, Madam, quite on the contrary, = fot and pliant 
as your Pillow; you may mould me to your om Lad, 
and Pleaſure, * 


F IG 
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VICTORIA 

. 
tell agree: Methinks you look like two as roaring, ran · 
ing, tory rory Sparks as one would wiſh to meet withal. 

VALENTINE, 

Yes, Madam, at the Play-houſe in a Vizor, when you 
come dreſt and prepar'd for the Encounter; there indeed 
we can be as unanimouſly modiſh and impertinent as the 
perteſt Coxcombs of em all, till like them too, we loſe 
our Hearts, and never know what becomes of 'em. 

CAMILLA, 

But the comfort is, you are ſure to find an again in. 


the next Bottle. 
M.. GOODFILE. 


Then drink em down to the Ladies Healths, and 
they are as well at caſe as ever they were. 
TRUMAN. 
Why, you would not be ſo unconſcionable as to have. 


us two. ſuch. whining crap-ſick Lovers, as ſigh away 

their Hours, and write lamentable Ditties to, be ſung 

about the Town by Fools and Bullies, in Taverns. 
GOODPYILE. 

Till ſome Smithfield Doggrel taking the Hint, ſwells 
the Sonnet „„ 
Kitchen - Wench. 

VICTORIA. 

'Tis preſum'd. then you are of that familiar Tribe that 
never make Love but by contraries, and rally our Faults 
when you pretend to admire our Perſectious. 

As if the onl a of 
y way to a pinion k 
ſelves, Wes is 7 Las how Bf = Ge pac hens of os, 

TRUMAN 

ad, Madam, 'tis a hard World, and when Beauty 

is held at fo dear a rate, tis the beſt n 
de Market as much ag we can. 


ar 
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VALENTINE. 
But you ſhall find, Ladies, we'll bid ike Chapeen fo 
all that. 
VICTORIA 


You had beſt have a care tho", leſt you over-reach 
yourſelves and repent of your Purchaſe when 'tis too late. 
CAMILL A. 

Beſides, I hate a Dutch Bargain that's made in heat of 
Wine, for the Love it raiſes is generally kke the Courage 

it gives, very but very ſhort-liv'd. 
| GOODPFILE. 

How ! Madam ! have a care what you thy ; Wine is 
the Prince of Love, and. all Ladies that ſpeak againit 
it forfeit their Charter. I muſt not have my Favourite 
traduc d. Boy, bring ſome Wine, you ſhall prove its 
good Effects, and then acknowledge it your Friend, 
We'll drin! — . K 

C4. 

Till your Brains are a float. and all the reſt fink. 

 _#F MLENTINE. 

[ find then, Ladies, PRO OY GOULD 
Heads, as you have of our Hearts. 

CAMILL 4. 

Really, Sir, you are much in the right. 

| TRUMAN. 

But if your Ladyſhip ſhould be in the 
Lon. fie ik BS Refreſher, yet 'tis much 
9 withal. And tho' now and 

may over-heat Head with ; con- 
found me, | think 1 ll have # cave never is break my 


Heart with 
Mew. GOODY JLE. 
ut, Sir, if all Men were. of your reel. Tomany.. 
what would become of thoſe tender-hearted Creatures 
that cannot ſaluting ye with a Billet in a Morn- 
ing, tho” it a Name, and makes as 
un{atisfy*d as they poor Creatures are themſelves f 


7K U. 


Tho* 
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TRUMAN. 
Hah, this concerns me! Blockbead, dull leaden Sot 
that I was, not to be ſenſible it muſt be the, and none 
but ſhe, could ſend mine this Morning. Well, poor Jack 
Truman look to thyſelf, Snares are laid for thee ;—but 
the Virtuous muſt ſuffer r e and Heav'n knows 
all Fleſh is frail. | [ Hfede. 


Enter BO VM with Wine. 


GOODMyYILE. 
Now, Boy, fill the Glaſſes. But before we proceed, 
one thing is to be conſider'd : My Dear, you and I are 
to be no Man and Wife for this Day, but be as indiffe- 
rent, and take as little notice one of another, as we may 
chance to do ſeven Years hence: But at Night. 
| WALENTINE. 
A very fair Propoſal. 
Mrs. GOOD II E. 
Agreed, Sir, if you will have it ſo. 
Goes 
The Wine — now each Man to his Poſt. 
They ſeparate, Good. to Cam. Val. 7 Via. Trum. 7 


Mrs. Goodvile. 
The Word. | [Ml take Laſſer. 
TRUMAN. 
Love and Wine. Gs 
e er 
8 | | [They drink. 
Enter LETTLICE. 


Now that nothing may be wanting, Lertice you muſt ſing 
the Song I brought home tother Morning; for Muſic 
is as great an Encouragement to drinking, 1 
2 Lertice ſings. | 
| How Ae be appears, 


That rel ad lows ien Tear 7 6 
D. 
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That fiercely ſpurt on till be finiſh bis Race : 
And tnowing Lifts chujes loving apace 
— — — 
Ties love and rgedes, theres no living without it. 
II. 
. Day we grow older 5 
——— — the Brave flill are bolder 3 
The Toys of Love with gur Touth flide anvay, 
But yet there are Pleaſures that never decay ; 
bes Beauty grow dull, and our Paſſions grow cold, 
| Wine fill keeps its Charms, and we drink when we're old. 
| GOODPMFILE. 
| So, now ſhew me an Enemy to divine harmonious 
Drinking. 


BOY. 
Sir, my Lady Sari is below, * wighted ut of 
her Coach. 
GOODPILE. 


| Nay, then Drinking will have the major Vote againſt 
ic: She is the moſt exact Obſer er of Decorums and. 
Decency alive. But ſhe is not alone, I hope. 
BOY. 
No, Sir, there bs Mr. Ma/agene with her, and three 
more Gentlemen; one they call Sir Noble Clumſey, a full 
portly Gentleman. 
_— 17 7 5: 

That's a hopeful Animal, an elder Brother, of a fair 
Eſtate, and her Kinſman, newly come up to Town, whom 
her . — fL 
Gentleman. 

VALENTINE. 

Wan 
be a fine Spark, and a very courtly Youth; he has been 
this half Year ing at a Shape, which be loves 
eating avd drinking too well ever to attain” to. The. 
other, I'll warrant you, "are the nimble fir Cage; hn 
— EE 


"Cons. 
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She's never without a Kennel of Fools at her Heels; 
ard we may know as well when ſhe is near by the Noiſe 
her Coxcombs make, as we know when a certain Spark 
of this Town is at hand by the new-fangled gingle of 


his Coach. She comes——and woe be to the Wretch 


whom the firit lights upon. 


Enter Lady Squramsn, Sir NonLe 88 Ma- 
ew CaPER, and SAUNTER. | 
Lady S2 UEAMISH. 

Dear Madam Geodvile, ten thouſand Happineſſes wait 
on you ! Fair Madam Y;Aoria, ſweet charming Camilla. 
which way ſhall I expreſs my Service to you ?—Coulin, 
your Honour, your Honour to-the Ladies. 

 CLUMSEY. 

Ts as low 2: Knee can bend, or Raad en dow. 
J falute you all: And Gallants, I am your moſt humble, 
moſt obliged, and moſt devoted Servant. bat L 
learn'd at the end of an Epiſtle Dedicatorß. 

| GOODYILE. | 
Sir Noble Clumſey is too great a Courtier. 
CLUMSET. 

Yes, Sir, I can compliment upon an Occaſion; 2 

Lady knows I am a pretty apt Scholar. 
Lady SQUEAMISH. 

Gallants, you muſt pardon my Couſin here, he is but 
as it were a Novice yet, and has had little Converſation: 
but what I have had the bonour to inſtruct him in. 

MALAGENE. 

But let me tell you, he is a Man of Parts, and one 

that I reſpeRt and honour : Pay Gutman — my 


* 
YALENTINE. 
Hark you, Malagene, how durſt you venture hither, 
knowing that Goodwile and er eee e pema 


Com ? 
113 WAL 


( 
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44A. 1 
O Sir, your Servant, your Servant, Sir ; I gueſ'd this 
we che Dun you mage grits ARE 
left you elſe, faith, Ned, I ſhould not. 
_OGOODFYILE:. 
| n aide ove into 
drink ? What think you, Sir Noble, of the Ladies Healths? 
CLUMSEY. | 
In a Glaſs of ſmall Beer, if you pleaſe. 
Lady SQUE AMISH. 
Oh ſweet Mr. Goedwile, don't tempt him to drink, 
don't! I'll ſwear, I am ſo afraid he ſhould ſpoil himſelf 
with drinking. Lord, how I ſhould loath a Fellow with 


a red Noſe ! 
V ALENTINE. 
| See, Trumas, the two Coxcombs ure already boarding 
© ov Mites. | | 


TRUMAN. 

Oh, 'twere pity to interrupt em: a Woman loves 
to play aid fondle with a Coxcomb fometimes as natu- 
r AIIINIET 
lous of one than of the other. 

VALENTINE. 

F am not of your ; they are too apt to love 
any thing that but em ſport: And the Famili- 
arity of Fools proceeds oftentimes from a Privilege we 
are not aware of, For my part, I ſhall make bold to 


divert. — Mr. Saunter, = word: Have you any Pre- 
tences with that Lady ? hah | 
SAUNTER. 


Some final Excouegement | have dad, Siry bas I 
never make my boaſt of thoſe Favours, never. 
VALENTINE. 

No, Sis, "were your beſt cours. 

SAUNTER. 

Oh Lord, you are pleas'd to be merry : 3 
me for a Fool ; but no matter for that. Sings. 
Would Phyllis be mine, and for, &c. Emes 
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| Emer Bov. 
BOY. 
Madam, the Fiddles are below; gan I call e op? 
| Mrs. GOODFILE. © 
No, let em ſtay a little, we'll dance below. 
CAPBRR. - 
Hah, the Fiddles ! Boy, where are you ? [Cap. capers. 


BOY. 
Here, Sir. 
CAPER. 


Hare you brought my Dancing-ſhoes ? 
BOY. 
No, Sir, you gave me no Order: But un 
below under the Seat of the Coach. * 
CAPER. | 
| Raſcal, Dog, Fool; when did you ever know me go 
abroad without my Dancing-ſhoes? Sirrah, run home — 
tetch em pn ns or I'll cut off both your Ears, and 
have em faſten'd „ 
TRUMAN. 


It is an unpardonable Fault, Sir, tat your Boy ſhould | 


forget your Dancing-ſhoes. 
CAPER. 

Ay, hang him, Blockhead, he has no Senſe ; I muſt 
get rid of him as ſoon as I can: I would no more dance 
in a pair of Shoes that we commonly wear, than I would 
ride a Race in a pair of Gambado s. 

SQUE AMISH. 

Mr. Yalentine | hope 1s a better bred Gentleman, than 
to leave his Miſtreſs for Wine. I hear, Sir, there is a 
Love between you and Madam Camilia TT hou Monſter 


of Perjury. - (To Val. 


VALENTINE. 
Faith, Madam, you are much in the right; there is 


abundance of Love on my fide, but I can find very little 
in hers: If your Ladyſhip would but ſtand my Friend 
upon this occaſion, ————2[ think this is civil. Lad, 


= uw WW 


a 
C 
_ 


a Y 2 


Fri tNDSHIP in Fasntion. 43 


Lacy SQUEAMISH. 1 
JI rl Gear Sir, you are a moſt obliging Perfon— Ladies 
od Gallants, poor Mr. Valentine here is fallen in love, 
d has defired me to be his Advocate: Who could with- 
tand that Eye, that Lip, that Shape and Mein, beſides 
z thouſand Graces in every thing he does? Oh lovely 
Camil/a guard, guard your Heart; but I'Il (wear, if it 
were my own Caſe, I doubt I ſhould not—ha, ha, ha ! 
VALENTINE. | 
Madam? What means all this ? 
GOODPFILE. 
Poor Ned Yalentine / 
TRUMAN. 
'Tis but what I told him he muſt look for : but ſtay, 
there is more yet coming. 
Lad; S2UEAMISH. 
Nay, this is not halt what thou art to expeR; III 
" BM haunt thee worſe than thy ill Genius, take all 
rides to expoſe thy Folly and Falſhood every where, till 
I have made thee as ridiculous to our whole Sex, as thou 
art odious to me. | | 
V ALENTINE, 
But has your Ladyſhip no Mercy? Will nothing but 
| my Ruin appeaſe you ? Why ſhould you chooſe by your 
WW Malice to expoſe your decay of Years, and lay open your 
poor Lover's Follies to all, becauſe you could improve 
em to your own uſe no longer ? Ireen. 


| Lady S2UE AMISH 

Come not near me, Iraitor— Lord, Madam Camilla, 
how can you be ſo crucl ? See, fee, how wildly he looks: 
For Heav'n's ſake have a care of him; I fear he is dif 
temper'd in his Mind: What pity 'tis ſo hopeful a Gentle- 
man ſhould run mad for Love, — ha, ha, ba! 

_ Ari GOODFYFILE. 

Dear Madam, how can you uſe Mr. Valentine, fo? 
| "Tis enough to put him out of Humour, and ſpoil him 
for being good Company all the Day after it. 20 8 
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Lad S UE AMISH. 
Oh Lord, Madam, 'tis the greateſt Pleaſure to me in 
the World; Let me die, but I love to rally a baſhful 
+21. adn and put him out of Countenance at my 


SAUNTER. 
Ha, ha, ha! and I'll ſwear the Devil and all's in her 


Wit, when the ſets on't. Poor Ned Valentine ! Lord, 
how filily he looks ! 
| CAPER. 


Ay, and would fain be angry if he knew but how. 
VALENTINE. 
Hark you, Coxcomb, I can be angry, Ie 


mark me ? 
CLUMSKY. 
No, but Sir, don't be in a Paſſion : my Lady will 
have her Hunour; but ſhe's a very good Woman at the 


| VALENTINE. 
Very likely, Sir. 
M. GOODPFILE. 

Now, Madam, if your Ladyſhip thinks fit, we'll 
withdraw and leave the Gentlemen to themfclves a 
little; only Mr. Cys and Mr. Savever malt Go us he 
never of Web Compeny. 

SAUNTER. 
Say ſo, Madam ? I'faith and you ſhall have it. 
n we are the Men ſor the Ladies, I ſee that 
— Boys! 
Lady S AUE AMISH. 

. Saunter ſhall oblige us with 

2 


SAUNTER, 
O Madam, ten thouſand, ten thouſand if you pleaſe. 
ll ſwear I believe I could fing all Ny anc. 4 all Night, 
and never be weary. 


When 
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When Phyllis warch'd ber barmi/e Sheep, 
Not one poor Lamb, &c. 
Ex. Saunter, Caper, and Ladies. 
GOODFYILE. © 

A happy riddance this; Now, Gentlemen, for one 
Bottle to entertain our noble Friend and new Acquain- 
tance, Sir Noble Clum/ey. 

CLUMSEYT. 

Really Gallants, I muſt beg your Pardon, I dare not 
drink, for I have but a very weak Brain, Sir, and my 
Head won't bear it. | 

8 TRUMAN. 

Oh, ſurely that honourable Bulk could never be main- 
tain'd with thin regular Diet and ſmall Beer. 
| CLUMSEYT. | 

I muſt confeſs, Sir, I am ſomething plump; but a 
little fat is comely ; I would not be too lan. 

| MALAGENE. 

No, by no means, my Dear, thou haſt an heroic Face, 

which well becomes this noble Port and Fulneſs of thy 


Body. be 
VALENTINE, 

Catal we hee REN 
has been ſometime in a Cloud ; for this once receive hi 
into good Grace and Favour again. 
MALAGENE. 

Faith, Geodwile do, for without any more Words, I love 
thee with all my Heart Faith and troth give me thy 


Hand. | 
GOODPMYTILE. 
But, Sir, ſhould lallow you my Countenance, you would 
be very drunk, very rude, and very unmannerly, I fear, 
MALAGENE. 
Drunk, Sir, I ſcorn your Words, I'd have you know 


I han't been drunk this Week ; no, I am the Son of a 
ſhall 


Whore if I won't be very ſober. This noble Knight 
be Security for my good Behaviour. Wilt thou not, Knight } 


CLUM 
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 CLUMSET. 
Sir, you are aPerſon altogether a Stranger to me; and 
I have ſworn never to be bound for any Man. | 
TRUMAN. 
But, Sir Neble, you are oblig d in Honour to ſerve a 
Gentleman and your Friend. 
| CLUMSEY. 
Say you fo, Sir? oblig'd in Honour? I am ſatisfy d. 
Sir, this Gentleman is my Friend and Acquaiatance, and 
"whatſoever he fays I'll ſtand to. | 
MAL AGENE. 
Hark thee, Son of Mars, thou art a Knight already, 
Pll marry thee to a Lady of my Acquaintance, and have 
thee made a Lord. | 


GOODYILE. 
, the Wine, give Sir Noble his Glaſs. — Gende- 


men, Sir Neble's Lady's Health. 
 C&UMTIT. 

Od's my Life, I'll drink that the“ I die for't. Gal- 
lants, I have a Lady in this Head of mine, and that 
you ſhall find anon. By my Troth, I think this be a 
Glaſs of good Wine, 

VALENTINE. 
Say you ſo? Take the other Glaſs then, Sir Nele. 
CLUMSEY. 

Fore George, and fo I will. Pox't on't, let it be a 

Brimmer : Gentlemen, God ſave the King. 
MAL AGENE. 
Well ſaid, my = Man of Might: His Worſhip 
grows good Compan 
TRUMAN. 
Sir Noble, you are a great Acquaintance with Mir. 
FFF 
| CLUMSEY. 

Oh Sir, the fineſt Perſon the moſt 
bred complaiſant modiſhGentlemen : — uainted 
with all the Ladies in Town, 1 
RC. 
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| TRUMAN. 
This Rogue is one of thoſe carthly that 
knows the value of nothing but a good Eftate, and loves 
a Fellow with a great deal of Land and a Title, tho" 
his Grandfather were a Blackſmith. | 
__ CLUMSEY. 

How ſay you, Sir, a good Elate ? odd's heart, give me 

the other Glaſs, I have two thouſand Pounds a Year. 
MALAGENE. 

Say'ſt thou ſo? Boy, bring more Wine; Wine in 
abundance, Sirrah, d'ye hear? Fraxk Goodwile, thou fee'ſt 
I am free, for faith 1 hate Ceremony, and would fain 
make the Knight merry. 

GOODFYILE. 

n it Mall be your Task ; drink him up luſtily, 
and when that's done, well bring him to my Lady his 
Couſin, it may make fome ſport. 

VALENTINE. 

A very good Propotal. 

| MALAGENE. 

Say no more; thy Word's a Law, and it ſhall be done. 
Come, bear up my luſty Limb of Honour, and hang 
Sobriet 


7. 
__ CLUMSET. 

1 
roar, ſwear, make a Noiſe, and all that : But be honeſt, 
— be honeſt. 

I would very fain be ſo if I could: But the damn'd 
Billet this Morning wont out of my head, Well, Madam 
Geedvile, if any Miſchief comes on't, tis your own Fault, 
not mine. I did not firike firſt, and there's an end 
on't. Ie within 


= LatTTiCcs. 


| S—_ 797 5 | 
. ths Fiddle are ready, e 
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Company. Mr. Truman, my Lady wants you. 
TRUMAN. 
Say ſt thou ſo? I thank thee for thy News with all 


my Heart. or es ͤ 4610 SON 


there is no 
LETTICE. 

Sir Noble my Lady Squeamihh ſent me to tell you ſhe 

wants your Company to dance. 
CLUMS8SBEZT. 

Tell her, I am buſy about a grand Affair of the Na- 
tion, and cannot come. Dance? | look like a Dancer 
i ndeed ! but theſe Women will be always putting us on 
more than we can do—— Boy, give me more Wine. 

GOODMyYILE. 

Malagene, remember and uſe Expedition. 

[Ex. Good. Trum. Val. Lettice. 
CLUMSEY. 

Sirrah do you know me? 1 am a Knight; And here's 

a Health to all the Whores in Chriſtendom. 
MALAGENE. 
Not forgetting all the Ladies within. Now we are 


alone I may talk. | erer, 1 
CLUMSEY. 


So, there's for you, do you ſee ? [Breaks a Glaſs. 
Sirrah, don” t you look ſcurvily;Thave Money in my Pocket, 
gene, thou art a pretty Fellow ; doſt thou love me ? Give 

me thy Hand: I will ſalute thy under Lip. {Sragger-. 
MALAGENE. 
Ha, what's the meaning of this? I doubt I ſhall al- 
| moſt be drunk as ſoon as the Knight. Sir Neble canſt 


thou whore ? 
CLUMSEY. 


How, whore! what a Queltion's there? Thou ſhalt be 
ere 
MALAGENE. 
What a Raſcal this Knight is? I have known as 
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worthy a Perſon as himſelf a Pimp, and one that thought 
it no Blemiſh to his Honour neither. LA.. 

Enter Lady 1 UEAMISH af the Deer. 
UMSHEYF. © 


Hab, my Lady coe Fan. —.— you foe 1 


am at it. 
eee 
nr nada 
Whores, but ſhe muſt come in, with a pox to her. 
Madam, your — moſt humble Servant. 
Lacy SQUEAMISH. 
Oh, odious ! iotufferable ! who would have thought, 


Couſin, you would have ferv'd me fo—--ſorgh, how he 


Rinks of Wine, I can ſmell him hither. How have you 
he Pationcs enen 
time in naity drinking? 
CLUMSET. 
Aenne. N e thou. da 
take thy Glaſs, 
Lady 8 UBAMISH. 


Uh gud; murder! ] had rather you bad oferd me 


a Toad. 
; CLUMSET. 7 4 
"Then Malagene, here's a Health to my Lady Couſin's 


P:lion upon Offa. [Drinks and 7. Sas * Cl. 


Lacy SQUEAMISH 
Lord, dear Mr. Malagene, what's that? 
I MILACENE. 

A certain Place, Madam, is Greees, wack talks of by 

the Antients ; the noble Gentleman is well read, - 
Lady SQUEAMISH. 
Ney he is an ingenious Perſon Il allire your 

CLUMSET. | 

dy Fad, Fo fe ad doin oy Gr Ole 


30 FRIZVDsAuIT in Fas tox. 
Lady SQUEAMISH. 
Nay, fy, Sir Nos I hate you now! for ſhame 
be not ſo rude; I ſwear you are ah pw mh Get you 
gone, you . Toad you. [Excant. 


SSP IUDIRALIRIPERISOESIVE 
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Emer Goo bp vir a little heated. 


| GOODPYILE. Let 

HAT «a damn'd Chicken-brain'd Fellow am 1 
| grown ? If I but dip my Bill I am giddy. Now | 
am I as hot headed with my bare two Bottles, as a drunken 

Prentice on a Holyday. Traman marries Y#oria, that's 
reſolv'd on; and ſo one Care is over. But then Camillo 
how I ſhall get Poſſeſſion of her. — Well, my Mind 
miſgives me, I ſhall do ſomething may call my Diſcretion 
in queſtion; and yet I can't avoid it. Camilla I do love 


and muſt have her, come what will on't : And no time fo 


fit to begin the Enterprize as this ; NY 200 6 goed 
Wife for Yalentine for all that. 

Enter Tau and VaienTinNe, Mal. 

Fy, Gentlemen, without the Ladies! Did you quit 

Champaign for this ? Faith I begin to deſpair of you, and 


doubt you are grown as weak Lovers as Drinkers. 


TRUMAN. 

' Geodvile, thou haſt no Cenſcience : A decay'd Cava- 
lier Captain that drinks Journey-work under a Deputy- 
Lieutenant in the Country, is not able to keep thee Com- 
P NNE Ds. 

 CGOODFILE. 
On bes 1 hate to be baulk'd, and u Friend chat leaves | 


dme at two Bottles, is as unkind as a Miſtreſs chat jilm 
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me when I cthoaght I had made fore of the Buſineſs. But 
Gallants, how fland oy AY of Love? Traman, is 
Vidteria kind? I your Friendſhip in the 
Matter, ,n Eg? 

VALENTINE, 

He little thinks Traman is inform d of all, and no lon- 
ger a Stranger on what ſcore he is © wondrous civil, 
But I am miſtaken, if be be behind with him in Kindneſs 

long. (464. 
TRUMAN. 

7 A pox on't, I am afraid this Marriage will never agree 

F ys methinks the very thought on't goes a lhtle 

| inſt my Stomach : Like a young Thief the“ I have 

ſome ieching to be at it, ere 

may follow. 


GOODYPYILE. 

Well, I'll go in and better prepare Vis; in the 
. ' 6 gol rg 
ally'd in Blood, as Friendfhi 0 fo and generous 
a Perſon as Truman. ; * py (Ext. 

TRUMAN. 

What a damud Creature Man * Falentine, 4 

thou believe this Fellow could be a Villain? _ 


FALENTINE. 


I muſt confeſs it ſomething ſurprizes me ; be might 
— —u' you — 
than his Friend: But bow the artery 


ledge of it? 
TRUMAN. * 
- Faith TN cell dee; for 1 think Tam no way oblig's 
I to conccal it——his Wife even his very Wife told me all. 
1 begin to ſuſpeck chat Mrs. Sensen has no Ill 
"I r 1 


Beſides, when . a 
A W Women — 
— : .. p<, Tg 


3 * 


1 
ee 
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+ TRUMAS .. 
Valentine, no more of that; tho' it would be a rare 
2 to make a Cuckold of this ſmiling Rogue. 
WALENTIN.E. 
* fifty times better than cutting his Throat; that 


were to do him more Honour than he deſerves. 
Enter MALAGENE.. 


ball it Dean 
- Ha, ha, ha, the rareſt 6 Traman, Ned 


7. alenti nc. 
TRUMAN. 
n. what's the matter ? Where ? 
+1 MILIGENS, 
. 
and faith, Zack, I am but little better. | 
VALENTINE. 


i 


f MALAGENE. 

Why with a Bottle under his Arm, and a Beer-glaG 
ja his Hand, I ſet him full drive at my Lady Squeamiph; 
for nothing elſe but to make miſchief, Ne4—notbing 
elſe in the World ; for every body knows I am the worſt- 

natur d Fellow breathing: Tis my Way of Wit. | 


VALENTINE, 
Do you love no body then? 
MALAGENE. 
No not 1: Yes, a pox on't, I love you 4 
| ecauſe aro: Thive hand # bd vw 


you are 
Tho? ſhou'd I * the leaſt Prejudice againſt you, I cou d 


not afford, you a good Word behind your Back for my 


Sir ack bg your T ſign the Rogue 
we are m to you: 'Tis a 
3s drunk that he ſpeaks Truth. 


tell you what I did POO; Fad ue f. 
N Fa, VA 


- 
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| +. JFF@ATINS: | 4646 
Pray, Sir, do. 


" MALAGENE 4... 
Why walking alone, a lame Fellow follow'd meand 


ask'd my Charity, , {which by the way was « prey Prop. 
ftion to me.) Being in one of my witty merry Fits, I 
him how long he had been in that Condition ? The poor 
Fellow ſhook his Head, and told me he was born fo, But 
how d'ye think I ferv'd him ? 
VALENTINE. 
Nay, the Devil knows. 
MALAGE 1 
I fhow'd my Parts I think ; Zee b 
Wooden Legs, and walk'd off gravely about my Be,. 


11 if 


TRUMAN. 

And this you fay is your way of Wit? 

MALAGENS. 

Ay , this and Mimickry: I'm a very good 
Mimick : I can ad Panchinello, Scaramenchio, Harlkgain 
Prince Prettyman, or any thing. 1can aft the rumbliog 
of a Wheel-barrow.” 


VALENTINE. i 1 0 
of Wheel-barro ? b 
MALAGENE. 

Ay, the of a Wheel-barrow, fo I ſay—Nay, 
more thas this," con" v6 few wad Fits; Sauſages a 
broiling, a Shoulder of Mutton a roaſting : I can at a Fly 


ahh ing 


The ru 


TRUMAN. 
Thasinfeed mal the Ee of very carne Obes 
tion. 
MALAGENE. 


No, hang | it, u Wees db en bull edfiore ny 
on CO But all this I do, you ſhall 
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Enter Lady Sc puer and Sir Not Clunszx. 
ag (wg oo he 
Oh, dear Mr. reſcue me. Nay, Sir ** 
for Hleav'ds fake. | 
r ; 


I tell thee Lady, I muff embrace lovely Body 
Ste, do you know we! I am Sir Nel C. . 
Rogue of an Fillate, and I le 50 you want any 
Money ? I have fifty Pounds. 
VALENTINE. 25 
— bet be mb Be Generolity we be- 
CLUMSET. 

i eee eee here 
is, Hang Money, my Father was an Alderman. 
MALAGENE. 
hay coed Grlnms font e Baie Sie Math by 
WA ... — 

Ker, ' 
1 fir, you will not keep my Money ? 
MAIALAGENE. 
r Father was an Alderman. 


MSEY. 
Well, get thee 


b 
9 but by Dad he's pure Company. 


TRUMAN, 
© Was there ever ſuch a Blockhead ! Nom has ho nover- 


 thelefs a mighty Opinion of himſclf, and thinks all this 
Wit and pretty Diſcourſe, 


CLUMSEY. 
Lady, once more I fay he civil, and come kiſs me z 1 
ſhall raviſh elſe, 1 ſhall raviſh mightily. 
| VALENTINE. 
Well done, Sir Neb/e, to her, never ſpare. 
Lady SLUEAMISH. 
1 even with you tho _ Mr. Valen- 
tine: 


Painter % Fagnton, 55 


tine : Nay, dear Sir Noble Mr. Truman, I'll fear he'll 
put me into Fits, ' 


CLUMSEY. 
No, but let me falure the Hem of thy Garment. Wilt 
MAL AGENE. | 


Faith Madam do, lev mo make the Match. 
SRUEAMISH. 


ebe 


you write ? 


MALAGENE © 
Write ? I thank your for that with all my 


Heart. No, I have a Finger in a Lampoon ar fo fome- 
Umes, that's all, | Oe" 


TRUMAN. 
US AMIS. 


LT. SOUEAMISE 
Oh ridiculous? 2 * 


C4 MAL 4. 
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MALAGENE. 
'But, Knight, the Title; Knight, the Title. 

| CLUMSEY. 
Why let me fee ; tis to be call'd, The merry Conceits of 


Love; or The Life and Death of the Emperor Charles the 


Fifth, awith the Humour: of his Dog Bobadillo. 
MALAGENE. F 


Ha, ha, ha. 
FYALENYINE.. 7 
But Sir Meli, this ſounds more like a Comedy. 
CLUMSEY. | 


Oh, bat I have reſolv'd it ſhall be a Tragedy, becauſe 
Bobadille's. to be kill'd in the Play. Comedy ! no, I 
ſcorn to write Comedy. I know ſeveral that can ſquirt Co- 
medy.——T!! tell you more of this when I am ſober. 

Lady SNUE AMISH. 

But dear Mr. ene, won't you let us ſee you act 
a little ſamething of Harlagain ; I'll ſwear you do it 
ſo naturally, it makes me think 1 am at the Lowvre or 


Whitehall all the time. ¶ Mal. ach. ] Ob Lord, don't, don't. 


neither: I'll fwear you'll make me burſt. W 


any thing ſo pleaſant? _ 3 ods ak 


TRUMAN. 
n 
whale Life ſure is a continued Scene of Impertinence. 


What a damn'd Creature is a decay'd Woman, with all the 


exquiſite Silline and Vanity of her Sex, yet none of the 


Charms! [Malagene fpeats in Punchinello s Voice. 


n 
O Lord, that, that ; that is a Pleaſure intolerable. 


Well, let me die if I can hold out any longer. Pray 


Mr. Malagene, how long have ycu been in love with Mrs. 


Tawdry the Actreſs? | 
MAL AGENE. 


Ever ſince your Ladythi 


with Mr. Yalentine, [In his own Foice 2 ; 


- 

. 

44 

* 83 

* 
af 
KY 


p has been off from the Hooks | 
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als SLUEUMISH. 


that Lam — 80 

4 VALENTINE: 8 
Can your Ladyſhip take any thing ill from Mr. Ma- 
SS V/agenc? A Woman ſhould bear with the unlucky Jerks of 
ber Buffoon or Coxcomb, as well as with the Ill-manners: 


of her Monkey Rao NT WO INNING 


| A Madam, I fool the e ie: I who had 
Senſe enough to fall in love with fo much Beauty 
Meſs, Jen IO IE 
happily poſieit of... - E 
| Lag $ QUE AMISH: 
This Malice end Ie uid aue ne your Taing 
I ſhall know all your Proceedings and Intrigues with Ca- 
villa, and be reveng'd on your Love to her, for all the: 
Aﬀeronts and Injuries you have done to mine. 


Emer C41 ann 1 


C4. 
Oh dear Madam, we are e undone for want of 


juſt 
and 
ſo 


coming with the Fiddles to wait n you here. 


+5) "CLUMS EY." 
3 you» . _ 


Cs CAPER-. 
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CAPER. 
Ay Sir, I hate to Hand fill. But Sir Noble, I thought 
you had known me, I doubt you may be a little over taken; 
Faith, dear Heart, I atn glad to fee thee {o merry. | 
CLUMSEYT. © 
Yes, I do love dearly to be drunk once a Year or fo, 
dis good for my bodily Health. Bot do you never drink : 
CAPER. 
No, Sir m that is not my Province you know: 


1 mind dancing 
CLUMSEY. 


Nor you ? can't you drink, ha? 
S$AUNTER. 
No, I make love and fing to Ladies. 
_ CLUMSET. n 
Whores to my Knowledge, errant rank common 
Whores. A pox on your Woman of Quality that you, 
carry d me to in the Mall. 
TRUMAN. 
Why, what was the matter, Sir Neb/e # 
CLUMSBEY. 
By yea, and by nay, a foul over-grown Strompet, with. 
2 running Bawd inſtead of a Waiting-woman, a 
tel of Pain, rarer of old Cloths, znd noting 


SRUEB AMISH. 
Olang lass 


that was not extravagantly pleaſant, 
TRUMAN. 

I believe Sir Mule is much in the right; for I never 
came near theſe Blockheads, but they 
were talking of Love and Ladies; nor ever met with a 
hackaey dripping Whore that did not know en. 

CAPER. 
Ned Valewing, 1 have a Kindneſs to beg of you. 
| VALENTINE. 
| bir, you may command me any thing. 
CAT | 
By, you a freer I am in love with Camilla 


FALEN. 


to cat. 


| Falk ps un: in FasH1on. 
YALBNTINE. 
Very good. 


CAPER. 

Now I would W ww Pri GanS tes 
to make love to her as he does, faith I can't bear it ; 
for to tell you the truth on't, I intend to marry her; I 
catch'd him at it bat now : ö 
never ftir if it did not. | 

TEE ATERSE 

In troth, Sir, tis very uncivil. Traman, this Geodwile 
has a mind to oblige us both ; he's providing a Wiſe for 
me too as faſt as he can, Camlia's his Qparrey now L 
underſtand, and by that time he has play'd as fair a Game 
with her as he has done with your Miſtreſs Yideria, I may 
mr 

TRUMAN. 
Falentine, thou art upon too ſure Grounds for him 
there; Camilla has both too much Wit and Virtue, und 
pern 
V ALENTINE. 

Tack, after this I cannot but be very free with you. F 
know there is ſome Love hatching between you and his 
Wife : Both our Revenge lies in thy hands; and if thou 
doſt not thyſelf and me Juſtice, I'll difown thee for ever. 

TRUMAN. 
See where he comes, with a Heart as gay and light, 


i there were nothing but Honeſty in it. 
Enter GooDviltas finging« 


When Beauty can't move, and our Paſffons cold, 
Wine fill lam. in Charm, aud woe drink 0 IA. 


060071711 


— 7. T, yonder have 1 and eie been 
at thee till we were weary. She ſwears thou 


art i very modeſt; —— wc ͤ —„ 
— 40s 3. * 


5 


| 
| 
| 


his Spectacles on, makes better Muſic on his crack d Kit 
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TRUMAN. 


Nay, then I doubt I have loſt her for ever; ſor iſ te 
. complains of my Modeſty, ſhe has found a Fault which 


r 
00071. 
But that i: a Quality, which tho' they hate ever ſo 


much in a Gallant they are py far many Reaſons to value. 


mulation is the natural Ad- 
junct of their Sex ; and | would, no more deſpair of a 


in a Husband : Fear not, D 


Woman, the' ſhe ſwore ſhe hated me, than I wauld be- 
lieve her tho' ſhe ſwore ſhe lov'd me. 


Ex hae EAMISH, andthe reſt of the Company, 
«with the Fiddlts. . 


S2UEAMISH. 
Oh a Ra 5, a. Country Dance! Mr. he 


where are you ?- vou ſhall dance with Madam Can.. 


Mr. Faunter, wait on Fifteria. Mr. Goedwile, your. 


humble Servant. Dear Mr. Truman, won't you oblige. 
me ? Madam Gde. ha, ha; ha: III ſwear I had. 
atterly forgotten Mr. Valentine. | 
KFALENTINGE. | - 
Your Ladyſhip knows me to be a civil Perſon, if. you 
pleaſe, I'll keep good. Orders. ¶ All rake out the li amen. 
MALAGENE. 
Faith Ned do, and I'll keep the Muſic in tune : Away 
with it; [Mfc plays] Hold, hold hat inſufferable 
Raſcals are theſe ? why. ye ſcurvy thraſbing ſcraping 
Mongrels, ye make a worſe Noiſe than crampt Hedghogs. 
An old gouty Dancing-Maſter that teaches to dance with 


eee 
tleman fings? ha 

; ern 
yi you ncrey: Nene n tenket Mug of 
yours ? I can never be with you but I muſt: be ſore d 


to uſe you ill, or endure the perpetual Torment of your e 
Impertinence. M 4-- 


S oe trol” ot IE e e * 4 
+ IE „ 
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_MALAGENE. 
. ˙ I tne 


very hard a Man can't be permitted to ſhew his Parts. 


P Shell 7 
-GQODFYFILE = 

Sir, I underind it fo well, at 1 won' have i ima 

rupted in my Company by . 
: MALAGENE. 

1 am. glad on't with all-my Heart; 1 never thought you 
had underſiood any thing before. ———L think. there l 
was pretty even with you. 


"4 


Savcinels and\Iibebddptes hrs Þþ hack. your Province, 
that aothing-bue kicking'Þ fe tay you. an 772] 


 _*" MAL AGENE. 

Sir, you may uſe your Plealure + bar 1 care no more 
for being lich than you do for kicking. — 
Frant, why ſhould you be out of humour ſo? The 
Devil take me, if 1 hall — 
W | 

La 8 UBAMISH. 

Lord, Mr. Goodwile, can you be ſo ill-natur'd ? 
MI ſwear Mr. Malagene is in the right. Theſe People 
have no Manners in the leaſt, play not at all to Dancing: 


But I vow he himſelf fings a Cone extreme proteity. 


GOODFILE. 


£4 


Death, Hell and the Devily how 2 


have no Opportunity to purſue my Buſfipeſs with Camilla: 
I muſt remove this troubleſome Coxcomb,. and that per- 


ERS IIS none 99 12 13s ous 


1 4 bee 

Mr. Truman, Geodvile, and Ladies, I beſeech you 
do me the Favour to hear Mr. Malageze ſing a Scorch 
yd Ill ſwear I am a Admirer of Scorch Songs, 
are the 7 — weldog gentle harmleſs 
Thing 


on nun un 


+4 


: 84UN- 


* 
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SAUNTER. 
By Dad, and ſo they are. January Jaff—{ Sings. 
Y ALENTINE. | 

Deliver us! A Scotch Song! I hate it worſe than 3 
Scotch Bagpipe, which even the Bears are grown weary of, 
and have better Muſic. n 
dance a Scorch Jig to one of -m. 

MAL AGENE.. 

I muſt needs beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon, I have for- 
gotten the laſt new Scorch Song: But if you pleaſe, I'll 
entertain you with one of another Nature, which I am 
„ eee will be as pleaſant. 

Lady S2ZUE AMISH. 
Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you are eternally obliging 
me, [ fongs an Iriſh Cronon. 
4  MALAGENE. | 
Well, Madam, how like you it, Madam, ha? 
Lacy SQUEAMISH © 

Really it is very pretty no the prettieſt odd out- 

oſ- the · way Notes. Don't you admire it ſtrangely? _ 
MAL AGENE. | 

Fil aſſure your Ladyſhip Hearot it of an lu Muß 
cian that's lately come over, and intend to preſent it to 
an Author of my Acquaintance to put it in his next Play. 

Lady S UZ AMISH. 

Ha, ha, Mr. Yaleztine, { would have you learn it 
ſo's Serenade to your Miſtreſfs———— ha,. ha, ha. 
7 FIEBNEINS.' 

My Page, Madam, is docible, and has n= pretty: Voice, 
he ſhall learn eee 

N E er Nr ry 
Lays $SLUEAMISH. 
Ah Lad, Wu, Wit, Wu, as L live! Come let's 


— 
Li TRUMAN. 
* rough; Lum ain 
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| her ].adyſhip will be reveag'd; 1 foe Miſchief in ber 
Eyes: "tis ſafer provoking a e Witch, than an 
old Miſtreſs ; and ſhe is as violent in her Malice too. 
-, .GQODFILE. 

Malagene, « word with you hark ye, com 

hither. une 
MALAGENE. £ .1 

| Well Frant, what's. the Balinels. now? Lam dearly + 
for Miſchief : hall [ break the Fiddles, and turn d. 
Raſcals out of Doors ! 


1 GOODFYILE. | 
No, Sir ; but I'll be { civil to turn you cg af doors. 
Nay, Sir, no ſtruggling,” I have Footmen within, 
5 LAG. a AE” 
| Whoo, pr'ychee what's all this for Þ/ What. pes, 1 
know my Laly eta for a filly affected fantaſti- 


cul Gipſy: I did all this but of purpoie to fhew b. 
Let me alone, I'll abuſe her worſe. 


* a 222 1 
No, Sir, but more care conidia. 
and turn you out to learn better Manners. No 
| Refiſtance as you tender your Ears ; but be gone. Ax. Mal. 
So, he's gone, and now | hope I may have fome little 
time to myſelf. ——— Fiddles ſtrike up. [Dance. 

TRUMAN. © 

Thus, Madam, you freely enjoy alt the Pleaſures of a 
ſingle Life, and eaſe yourſelf of that wretched formal 
Auſterity which commonly attends « married one. 
| Ars. GOODPIES — 
Who would not hats to be one of thoſe 


— — errant Sinners 
TROMAN. 


64 Fxtzubs Hir in FASHION. 
not for Priſons, where thoſe that cannot live without em 
may be ſafe, yet ſomerimes venture too abroad a little. 
Ari. GOODFILE. 


But never, Sir, without Lady Andes. or z Con- 


1 
; TRUMAN. 


Mi b 1. Madam, have the Honour to be your Con- 


gh 
feflor, 1 ſhould be very indulgent and lim of Abfols. 


tion to ſo pretty a Sinner. 
| M... GOODFYIL E: 


ann F 
F" fa TRUMAN 


And poor Ned Yalentine looksna penfively as if all the 


Sins of de Company were his own. 
| Mrs. GOODYILE. 


See, Mr. Caper, your Miſtreſs. 


Ha, Camilla / Sir your Servant, may I have the He- 


„ r r * 
60090118. 
No, Sir, Death! ſurely I have Fools that reſt ey 


harbour in my Houſe, and they are a worſe Plague thau. 
Bugs and Moths : Shall I never be quiet ? 
VALENTINE. 
- Sir Noble, _ . do 
P:-v+ 4 NE Ot: 290 
* tat CLUMSELX. | e 
Hum——ha—where? Oh : [Wakes and rifes. 
SAUNA. FD 


Nay, faith Madam, 2 Tae 


—— 
CLUMSET. 


Ln .. _. _ "PRO Sweet 


See, Mr. Geoduile and Madam cd 1 believe are 


; VF I C- 
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22 YJICTORIA.. £44203, 54 
You, Sir Noble |—what dhe mean | "= 1 
_CLUMSETF. 


Mean! honourably, honourably, I mean honour- 
rv 


HUNTER. i 
— ha! Let u ee 
CAPER. 

ran. and fo leni doo' value kim a, T 
ce. Ex. ee 

Lady SSUEAMITSH. 
Ha, ha, ha! Well, Tu fear my 1 

a ſtrange pleaſant Creatore. Dear Madam, let us 

—— ä —̃ä̃— 


'tis violent hot. bone roma 
ee ES Naw <td 


Matters are carry'd between Grit and c. * 
890097 1 

Are you then, Madam, reſolv'd to ruin e Why" 

ould all chat Kock of Beauty be thrown away on one that” 

eee e 3 


C0 e 
And alt the — That ever any Man Man hould 
' er terror ee . L . 
clinations at leaſt that are my Fri * ger? 
_CAMILES. 


This Geodvile I fee is one of thoſe ſprace polih'd Fools, 
who have ſo good an "Opinion of themſelves, that they 
think. $0 Woman c . wor Man of better 


66 Falzunsnir in Faso 


Senſe deſpiſe . Fil ſeem at preſent to comply, and 
GOODFILE. 
Well, Madam, have. you aaa on't? Wilt the 
Stone in your Heart give 23 
Y: C4MILLA 
* No, fir, W full as fan yd as ever it was 
GOODYILE.. 
And T mey then goheng or crane, or do what I will 
with myſelf? Ha! 
| CAMILL 4. 


At your own Diſcretion Sir, tho' I ſhould be loch to 

ſce ſo proper a handſom Gemileman come to an ill end. 
CGOODYILE. © 

Good charitable Creature } But Madam, know I can 
he reyeng d on you for this; and my Revenge hall be to 
love you fall; gloat on and loll after you where-Cer I 
ſee you; in all haunt and vex you; 
write lamentable Sonnets on you, and f plain, that every 
ler thee Sings er du you I mean. 

So Sir, this is ſomething ; Can's not you as well have 2 
tald me you had been very ill-natur'd ar firſt? you did | 
not know bow — 
bowing, and making a deal of Love and Noiſe, and all 
to as little purpoſe as any thing you fay elle. 

GOODFYILE.' 

Right exquiſite Tyrant! In fet a Watch and Guard 
ſo tri upon you, you ſhall not entertain a well-drefs'& 
Fool in private, but I'll know it; then in a levd Lampoon 
publiſh it to the Town; till you ſhall repent and curſe the 
Hour you ever ſaw me. | 

CAMILLIA. 
Ab would 1 coold, ill· natur d cruel Man! 
GOODMFYILE.- 

Ha, how's that? am 1 then miltaken þ a davis 1 

wrong'd you all this while ? cata: 


Falun ur in Fatto. Of 
cart dame'd So ent I have reia'd myſelf now 


for ever. 
CAMILLA 

| Well Sir, ſhould I now forgive you all, could you con- 
ſent to wrong your Lady ſo fur you have not yer been 
bed > AN Ws rr ſhe your Tots 
to me, that can ſo ſoon your Faith to her 7 

GOODFYFILE. 
Oh Madam, what do you do The name of a Wiſe to 
Man in love is worſe than cold Water in a Fever: "Tis 
ee n 


quite ; my Lady : 
CAMILLA 


Beſides, Falintine you know is your Friend. 2 
e 
f is a 
n laugh withal: Nay more, I would on & 
n Friend, but aot mY 
Sar where and when it ſhall be ? 
hd - 84 
Never, I dare not. 
| COODYILE. 
You muſt by and by when "is « Vicks darker, in the 
left-hand Walk in the loweſt Garden. 
CAMILLA. | 
I won't promiſe you, can't you truſt my good Nature? 
| 00971 
Charmi Creatare 1 da: Now if I can but make op 


A 


g ty 


the Match be Truman and Videria, my Hopes are 
CAMILL 4. | 
Haſte! haſte! away Sir, I ſee Valentine coming. 


1 3 Good. 
Emer Pang e Win Gs 


FALENTINE, 


Madam, you are extremely merry; T am glad Mr. 
Cid vile has left you in ſo good a Humour. — 
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CAMILLIA. 


Ay Sir, and what may pleald you more, he ic iteed 
hence in as good x Humour as he has Let me here 


Enter 0 Spanien, Balder at the Door. 


Lacy SQUEAMISH. | 
nn eah Camilla alone together ! Now for an 
Opportunity to be reveng'd ! ah how I love Malice! 
CANAL IAG. 85 | 
 Ungratefulleſt of Women ! | 
CAMILLI A. 

Fooliſheſt of Men ! Can you be fo very filly to be jea- 
lous? for I find you are ſo: What have you ever obſery'd 
ſince firſt your Knowledge of me that might perſuade 
you I ſhould ever grow ford of a Man, as nctoriouſly 
falſe to all Women, as you are unworthy of me? 

Lady CU Z AMIS H. 

Has Yalentine been falſe to her too? Nay, then there 
e eden eee 
Woman that has ſuffer d by his Baſenem. Asa. 

„ +57 - - "wil 

What then, I'll warrant you — gan of 
an Hour only for a little harmleſs Rallery or ſo? an 
Honour I could never obtain without hard Suit and hum- 


ble Supplication. 
CAMILLA. 


ere would 
pretend Diſpleaſure to try your Power. N 1 mall 


henceſorth think you never had a good Opinion of me 
but that your Love was at firſt as ill grounded as your | 
fantaſtical Jealouſy is now. 
VALENTINE. 
What ſpecious Pretence can you urge? (I know a 
Woman can never be without one z) come, I am eaſy and 
good-natur'd, willing to believe and be deceiv'd ——— 


W N | 
2 WED. C4 


3 
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CGN : 

Tho I can hardly deſcend to ſatisfy your Diſtruſt, for 
which I hardly value you, and almoſt hate you; yet to tor- 
ment you farther, know I did diſcourſe with him and of Love 
too; nay more, granted him an Appoi but one 1 
never meant to keep, and promiſed it only to get rid of him. 
This is more than I am oblig'd to tell you, but that I want- 
ed ſuch an ty as this to check your Pretences, 
which I found grew too unruly to be kept at a diſtance. 

YALENTINE. 

Tho? I had ſome Reaſon to be in doubt, yet this true 
Reſentment and juit Proceeding has convince'd me: For 
Ceed bu, is a Man I have little reaſon to truſt, as will 
appear hereafter, and 'twas my of his Baſe- 
neſs made me run into ſo mean a diſtruſt of you : But 
nnn ̃ : 

CAMILL 4. 

Yes: but the next time I ſhall happen to diſcourſe with 

a Gentleman in private, I ſhall have you liflaing at the 


Door, or Eves- dropping under the Window, W hat, di. 


free 
Fy, how can you be ſo ungenerous ? 
F ILENTINE . ** 
There is pot ſuch another Hypecrite is the World; 
He never made Love but to delude, nor Friendſhip but for 
his Ends :-———Even his own Kinſwoman and Charge, 
Victoria, he has long fince corrupted, and now would put 
her on his beſt Friend Tramen for a Wiſe. _ 
th CAMILL A. 
I cannot but lau to think how eafily he ſwallow'd the 


Cheat: He not be more tranſported at Polleſſion, 


than he was with Expectation; and he went away in a 
greater Triumph that if he had conquer'd the Jaden. | 
| Where did you prowiſe him ? 
| ta the left-hand Walkin the lower Garden 2 
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SOBPUEAMISH. 
alk in the lower Garden; I 


heard that. [ Hide. 
But Mr. Valentine, you may chance to meet another there. 


Let me die, this is pleaſant. 
VALENTINE. 


And when? 

CAMILLE. 

Anon , when it begins to grow dark. 

Lady SQUEAMINH. 

Enough, I know the Time and Place; and Madam 
Camilla, I ſhall make bold to cheat you of your Lover 
to- night. Alas, poor inconſiderable Creature, how this 
makes me loath her! | * 

CAMILLTA. of 

Now would this News be more welcome to her Lady- 
mip Madam Squeam/fp, than a new Faſhion, a new Dance, 
or new Song. How many Viſits would ſhe make on 


© the Occaſion] not a Family in Town would be at reft 


for her till ſhe had made it a Jeft, from the Mother of 
the Maids, to the Attorney's Wife in Holborn. | 
% 

But ſor ſome private Reaſons I would have it kept from 
n There are Affalrs to 
carry'd on to-night, w the leaft Accident 
interrupt.——Befides, I have thought upon', and will 

ſo contrive the matter, that Goodie ſhall keep 
ade and her Ladyfip her art the plc ofthe 
much -expeQed charming Camilla. 
CAMILLIA. 
But would you, Sir, do me ſuch an Injury as to make 
me break my Word with Mr. Goodwilet that were inhuman. 
n 
Good conſcionable Creature e patience, and don't 
elner 
u which mult be made. and 
fer 7 kv yoo wy 84 5 
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Ay, but Sir {intel — I ſhall expect 
Ys , part any w 
oy citing 6 — 
FALENTINE. 
Nay, if 1 don't offer as lefty Security and Conditions 
a: any Man, let me loſe all I lay claim to, that's fair. Exexzr, 


UE AMISH. 
So, are they gone? Now let me but live if this In- 


trigue be not extremely ferpriving. Bridger, go home, 

and fetch me the Morning-Gown I had laft made in 

imitation of Camilia's, for perhaps I ſhall go a maſquera- 

ding to-night, or it may be not; bur fetch it nevertheleſs. 
BRIDGET. 

Madam, won't the other ſerve? you may remember you 

left it at my Lady Foplove's other Night; that's nearer. 
Lady SYUEAMISH. 

| — 3 thou have me 

appear in it twice? as I I ſay; and d' 
kear, bring me u Mack with an Amber-Bead, for 1 fear 


I may have Fits to- night. 
BRIDGET. 
I never knew her without fantaſtical ones, bin Now, 
for they colt me many a weary Errand. # Ea. 


Fer Victoria. 


| La<6 SQUEAMISH, 
| Oh my dear Vickeria the moſt unlook'd for Happi- 
þ > nefs ! the pleaſant t Accident ! the ſtrangeſt Diſcovery ! 
the very thought of it were enough to cure Melancholy. 
Valentine and Camilla, Camilla and Valentine, ha, ha, ba. 
VICTORIA 

Dear Madam, what is't ſo tranſports you? 
Lay SLUEAMISH. | 

Nay, tis too 10 be : Hold me, 
r ha, ba. 
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Camilla and Valentine, Falentine'and Camilia——ha, ha, 
ha——O dear, my Heart's broke. 
| VICTORIA 

Good Madam, refrain your Mirth a lie, and let we 
Know the Story, that I may have a Share in it. 
| Fr ee 8 

An Affignation an Aſſignation to night in the lower 
Garden b by firang \good- Fortune © overheard: it all 
that will happen, drives me into an Exceſs of Joy beyond 


all ſufferance. 
Hera... 

Madam, in all probability the pleaſanteſt — 
is like to be theirs, if any body's ; and I cannot gueſs 
how it ſhould touch your Ladyſhip in the leaſt. 

Lady S2UEAMISH. 

O Lord, how can you be ſo dull? Why, at the very 
Hour and Place appointed will I meet Yalemine in 
Camillia's ſlead, before ſhe can be there herſelf; 
then when ſhe comes expoſe her Infamy to all the 
World, till 1 have thoroughly reveng'd myſelf vor al the 
baſe Injuries her Lover has done me. 

VICTORIES" - 
But Madam, q 
L $SNUEBAMISH. 

That, that's the dear Pleaſure of the thing; for 1 
vow I'd ſooner die ten thouſand Deaths, if 1 thought 
I ſhould F n 


VICTORIA. 


g e why dae e n the mouth of 
r Who knows what ſcurvy lurking Devil may 
ſtand in readineſs, and ſeize +: 4.4: at aches 
aware of kim ? 455 

Eg SQUBAMISH. 


Temptation? No, I'd have you know I ſcotn Temp- 
e I durſt truſt myſelf in a Convent amongſt a Ken- 
nel of cramm'd Friers ; Beũdes, that ill-bred 


Fellow 


= 7 wv 
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Fellow Palatine is my mortal Averſion, more odious to me 


TRI OO Tun {Exit L. Squeamiſh, 
Vor. IL D 
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than foul weather on a May-doy, ori e Morning. 
VICTORIA. | 
Nay, now, Madam, you are too violent. 
Lad S2UEAMISH © 

Too violent ! I would not keep a Wait ag- woman that 
ſhould commend any one thing about him: Dear Fiferia, 
urge nothing in his Behalf; for if you do, you loſe my 
Friendſhip for ever: Tho' I ſwear he was a fine Perſon 
once, before he was ſpoil'd. 

ICTORIA. 
len fure your Ladythip had the beſt thare in kis Spoil 
ing then. [Au. 
Lady SLUEAMISH. 

No, were I inclin'd to entertain Addrefſes, I aſſure 
you | need not want for Servants; for | (wear I am fo 
perplex'd with Billet-Doeux every day, I know not which 
way to turn myſelf: Beides, there's no Fidelity, no Ho- 
nour in Mankind. Oh, dear FiFeria “ whatever you do, 
never let Love come near your Heart: Tho? really I ehink 
true Love is the greateſt Pleaſure in the World. | 

VICTORIA. 

Would I had never known Love; my Honour had not 

then lain at the mercy of ſo ungrateful a Wretch as Good- 


wile, who now has certainly abandon'd and forgotten me, 


SQUEAMISH. 

Well, certainly I am the moſt unſteddy, reſtleſs, humour- 
ſom Woman breathing: Now I am ſo tranſported at the 
thoughts of what I have _ deſign” „ that I long till the 
Hour comes, with more impatience than I'll ſwear 
] know not what to ſay— Dear YViferia, ten thouſand 
Adieu: Wiſh me good Succeſe— Vet now I think on't 
Tu tay a little longer—I'll fivear I muſt not neither—, 


Well! II go—No, I'll fay——Well, Pm refolv'd nei- 
ther to ſtand flill — fit ſtill— nor lic flilk--oor have 


one thought at reſ. till the Buſineſs be over} 
V IG 
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Enter Goopvile. 
600095 1A. 

_ Vigoria here! To meet with an old Mitreſs when a 
Man is in purſuit of a freſh one, is a worſe Omen thay a 
Hare in a ſourney.— I ill ſtep aſide this way till ſhe's paſt 
me; fo fatewel Fubb. [Makes Mouths.) Ex. Via. Non for 
the lovely kind yielding Camilla How I long for the 
happy Hour ! Swelling burning Breaſts, dying Eyes, bal- 
my Lips, - trembling Joints, Millions of Kiſſes and un- 
ſpeakable Joys wait for me. 


Euter Tn UuManand VALENTINE. 


Well, Gentlemen, now you have left the Ladies, I hope 
there may be room near your Hearts for a Bottle or two. 
TRUMAN. 

Dear Goodwile, thou art too powerful to be deny'd any 
thing. *Tis a fine cool Evening, and a ſwift Glaſs or 
two now were ſcaſonable and refreſhing, to waſh away 

the Toil and Fatigue of the Day. ES: 
VALENTINE. 
After a Man has been diſturb'd with the public Im- 
pertinences and Follies he meets withal abroad, he ought 
to recompenſe himſelf with a Friend and a Bottle in 


er 
5 600 D 511＋LE. 


like Men that deſerve the Liſe you enjoy. 
PU fn before and put all things in readineſs. 


[Ex. Goodvile. 
VALENTINE. 
This worthy Perſon, for his Honeſty and Sobriety, 


would have made a very good Dutch Burgomaſter : But 
he is as damnable an Eng/;fs Friend and Gentleman, as 


one would wiſh to meet withal. 
| TRU. 
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TRUMAN. 

LY alextines thou art too much concern d at him: Me- 

thinks Camilla's Juſtice, and the pleaſant Cheat the has 

put upon him. ſhould rather make thee deſpiſe and langh 


at him as I do. 
VALENTINE. 

8 thou indeed haſt reaſon: And when I gan 
know the happy Succeſs of the Revenge thou halt in fore 
for him, t may do myſelf and Ein that Jullice as to Kor 
him, but am too angry yet. | 

| TRUMAN. 

Then to give thee Eaſe (for | dare traf thee) know this 
very Night I alſo have an Aſſignation with his Wife in 
the Grotto at the upper end of the Garden, the oppoſite 
Walk to that where he expects to meet Camilla. 

VALENTINE. 

Then I am at reſt; let's in. I have nothing . 
30 but take care to ig faith bins, as that you ſhall fear no 
Interruption : At leait he will be {a full ot bis Expectation 
of Camilla, that he'l! never dream in what poſture his 
own Affairs ſtand in another place. 

TRUMAN, 

Away then ; and may good Luck attend us: Ere yet 
two Hours are paſt his Wiſc's my own. Methinks al- 
ready in that ſecure dark private Grotto, 
Cloſe in my Arms, and languiſhing the lies, 

With dying Looks, ſhort Breath, and wiſhing Eyes ; 
And the ſupine dall Cockold nothing ſpies, [Excunt, 


# 
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Enter Goopvite at one Door; Mrs, Goopvils and 
LeTTicE following her at the other. 


GOODPMYILE. 
O, I think I came off in good time: Hold, now for 
Camilla: by Jeve I think I am little better than 
drunk. Hah! who's there? Yiforia as I live ; nay, it 
muſt be ſhe, as I ſaid before. The poor Gipſy's jea- 
lous ; has had ſome Intimation of my Appointment with 
Camilla Til loof off, and obſerve which way ſhe ſteers. 
Mr. GOODYILE. 
Lettice, I fear that's Mr. Geodwile's Voice: Whatever 
you do, if any croſs Accident happens, be ſure you call 


me Vidtoria. 
GOODPMYILE. | 
Ay, ay tis Viceria / vigilant Devil! but I'll take this 
way, and wait at the lower end of the Walk. 
| Mr. GOODPMYILE. 
Lettice, look well round you that no body ſee us, and 
then follow me. [ Excunt. 


Enter TRUMAN. 


TRUMAN, 

Thus far all is well. How I pity poor Valentine 
vonder is he plying Bumpers, as they call em, more fu- 
riouſly than a foreign Miniſter, that comes into England 
to drink for the Honour of his Country. I have waited | 
ſomething long tho; who comes here ? 


Enter LET TIC. 


1 K U. 
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- TRUMAN. 

My little good-natur'd Agent is't you ? Where's thy 
Lady ? She's too cruel to let a poor Lover languiſh here 
* in ExpeQation : It looks as if ſhe rather meant 
] Ro NT than my Love: Is 


LETTFICE. 
TT 77 70 ſays) you are a 
ſtrange Creature. But I'll go and tell her; tho' I'll vow 
1 utterly difown having any hand in the Buſineſs; and if 
v tis none of my Fault. 
TRUMAN. 
No, no, not lo the leaſt. Pr'ythee diſpatch. How's 
this ! more Company ! who comes there ? 


Emer Vat tz urin. 


VALENTINE. 
Ti I. Jack Truman; your Friend Falextine. 
. TRUMAN. 
My dorr Raconntgtt of Iihyy? whit Fhony hn 


VALENTINE. 
No matter for Geodvile ; here comes your Miſtreſs. 


Enter Are. GoopyiLs, VALENTINE retirer. _ 


TRUMAN. 
Now, now, wi whe oe eos AY 
{ball quake and tremble Madam. dear Madam, 
where are you? 
Mr: GOODYILE. 

Mr. Truman, is't your Voice ? Lettice you may go again 
if you will [Ex. Lettice.] Well, Sir ; I'll vow, Sir, 
had it not been that I hate to break my Word, I would 


. cold amp Evening for a 
or 


TRUMAN. 
I'll warrant you, Madam, while you are in my Poſ- 
D 3 | __  f(rffion, 
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ſeſſion, no Cold ſhall hurt you: Come, ſhall we with- 
draw to the Grotto ? 
M, GOODPYILE. 
Withdraw to the Grotto? bleſs me, Sir! what do you 
mean ? I'll ſwear you make my Heart ache. | 
| TRUMAN. 
Oh Madam ! I have the beſt Cure for the Paſſion of 
the Heart in the World. I have try'd it, Madam, tis 
Probatum : Come, come, let's retire. Do, make a 
Diſturbance, ard ruin yourſelf and me, do! ; 
MW COODFILE © 
Nay, I'll ſwear, Sir, you are infuberably rude : You 
had beſt make a Noiſe and alarm my Hutband, you had ; 
for, hang me, I ſhall cry out. 
TRUMAN. _ © 
No, no, "= fire you want complain e 


arab pet — 
Mr. G00 DLE. 
Where, where, where ? If we are ſeen we are undone 
for ever. Well, ll never give you dich an Adraningd 


again, 
TRUMAN. 

I'm ſure you would not, if I ſhould let lip this, 
Come, come, Delays are dangerous, and I can endure 
'em no longer. 

Mrs. GOODVYILE. | 

Ah Lord, you kill me what will become of me 

— — | [Carries her ia. 
VALENTINE. | 

Nay, faith, Madam, your Condition is ſomething deſ- 
perate, that's certain. Tis a pretty Employment I am 
like to have here; but it is for the ſake of my Friend and 
my Revenge: And two dearer Arguments there cannot. 
be to perſuade me to any _— 


Futer 


Enter MALAGENE at fone diflance, 
MALAGENE. 


6 Jack Trance ind Hain Grofit have” order'd 


Matters pretty well, Pi! ſay that for my Kinfwoman 
ihe lays about her handſomely. Hut certainly I here an- 
ther Voice this way: III withdraw ance again, there 
may be more Sport yet. 

7 VALENTINE. 


That ſhould be Goodvile : I'll ep behind this Tree, 


and ſee how he and her Ladyſhip behave themſelves. 


This is like to be a Night of as civil Buſinels, as I have 


| known a great While. 
Eater GOOD vr. 


GOODFYFILE. 1 
Death and the Devil! how that puny Rogue Ya- 
lentine, has ſous d me ? if I ſhould have overſtay d the 
time now, and miſs'd of my Appointment with C424 
Truman is recl'd home, that's certain; and Falaiize,. L 
believe has follow'd him by this time. Camilla, dear, 


lovely, Kind, tender, melting Camilla, where art thou? 


Enter Lacy SQUEAMIS H. 
S2RUEAMISIHL 
That muſt be Falentine; nay, I am ſure it is he! how 
ſneakingly will he look when be ſhall find his miſtake ? 
But I'll take care, if poſsble, that no ſuch thing ſhall 


happen; ſo mine be the Pleaſure, and Camille's the 


Scandal; I'll ruſh by bim thro the Walk into the Wilder- 

neſs. [Rams crefi the Walk. 
-,GOOATELF: 5 

That muſt be ſhe : How ſwiftly the flew along, as if ſhe 

fear'd to be too late, loaſely attired, and fie for Joys l Now 


Wann wear. [Eait. 
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VALENTINE, 

So, thanks to our Stars, he's ſafe; tho” a Pox on't, 
methinks this dry pimping is but a ſcurvy Employment- 
Had I but a Siſter or Kinſwoman of his to keep doing 
witkal, there were ſome Comfort in it, bat here - 
comes Traumas and the Lady ; I muſt not be ſcen. [Exit. 


Euter Tu N and .. Goopvitle. 
TRUMAN. 

You ſhall not go: Come but back a little, I have 
ſomething more to tell you that nearly concerns us both: 
Beſides, Mr. Goodwile's in the Garden; and if he ſhould 
chance to meet us, what Excuſe could we make to him? 

oa 

But will you promiſe me Jicteria ſhall never rob me 


of your Heart? She does not deſerve it, I am ſure, half 
ſo well as I. 


TRUMAN. | 
Kind tender hearted Creature, I know it: Nor ſhall 
ſhe ever come fo near it, as to know that I have one 
Ala we talk too long. [Ne/e.] I hear Com- 
pany coming, we fhall be furpeis's and appointed, and 
then 1 am undone. | 
Mrs. GOODPMFILE. 
VII ſwear you make me tremble every Joint of me: 
What would you have me do ? 
TRUMAN. 
See, See, who are yonder ? 
[ Exeunt Truman and Mrs. Goodvite. 


Enter Goopvilk ard Lady SQUEBEAMILSH, 
GOODPYFILE. | 

What a Feaſt of Delight have I had ! ſurely ſhe was born 

only to make me happy! her natural and unexperienc'd 

Tenderneſs exceeded prattis'd Charms : —— Dear, vet 


lovely Camilla, oh ! my Joys! 


Lady SQUEAMISH. 
las be, * 2 


Soo. 
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GOODFYFILE. 
— this ? my Lady Sai, Death and the 
* 


** S2UEAMISH. 
Truly, ſweet Valentine, the ſame. Now, Sir, 1 
hope————Uh gad! Mr. Geedvile ! 

[They flare at each other. 


GOODFILE. 
Have I been mumbling an old Kite all this while in- 


dead of my young Partzid ?.a pax of my. dagoved 
Palate, that could no better. 

Lady S2UBAMISH. 
Lord, Mr. Goodvile, what alls you !— This was an 
unexpetted Adventure ; bus lt ave d % . 


W 
GOODFILE. 

A pox on the Pleaſures, and you too, I fay. 
La SNUE AMISH. | 

This malicious Devil Camilla has over-reach'd me: 
—— Well, Mr. Goedvile you are the worthieſt Perſon ; 
— had I an only Daughter, I durſt truſt her with 
you, you are ſo very civil. Well, Innocence is the 
greateſt Happineſs in the World. | 

GOODPMFILE. 

Right, Madam, it is ſo, and you know we have been 
very innocent ; done no harm in the World, not we. 
Loans UE AMISH. 

The cenſorious if they knew of this Accident, 
I know would be apt enough to ſpeak 
ſo long as I myſelf am fatisfied in the Integrity 
Honour, the World is a thing I defy and ſcorn, 

6005712 


Very phically ſpoken :— But, Madam, fo 
long as the World is to be a — 2 to our Happineſs, 
why ſhould we deny ourſelves ſecond Pleaſure of 


Congratulation ? 


$Q2UVE AMISH. 


Alas, alas, Mr. Goodvile, ou e Oy u ow 


D $ have 
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have had the leaſt Advantage over my Frailty: Well 
what might have happen'd, if the ſtrict Severity of both 
our Virtues had not ſecur'd us? 
6000 7% ILE. 

This affected Impudence of hers, is beyond all the 
Impertinence I ever knew her guilty of, — — Virtue with 
a Pox! I think I have Reaſon to know her pretty well, 
and the Devil of any Virtue found I about her. 

Lady SQUEAMISH. 

But dear Sir, let us talk no more of it: Tho' I am 
extremely miſtaken if I faw not Mr. Valentine enter the 
Garden before me, and am as much miſtaken if a Lady 
was not with him too. 

| GOODPMFILE. 

Hell and Confuſion ! that muſt be Y:4oria : I thought 
indeed I ſaw her, but being hot-headed, and apprehevd- 
ing ſhe came with a malicious Deſign of diſcovering me, 
avoided her Falſe to me with Valentine? 

Lac SQUEAMISH. 

I'll ſwear, Mr. Goodwvile, I have long ſuſpected an In- 
trigue between you and Madam 2 and this Jealouſy 
has confirmed me; and I would not for all the World 
but have known it. Ha, ha, ha! 

. GOODFYILE. | 

Death, Madam ! this is beyond all Sufferance——diſ. 
appointed, and jilted by Camilla / abuſed by YVidoria / 
and with Valentine too, 7 ruman's Friend, who I thought 
ſhould have marry'd her! Shame and Infamy light 
upon the whole Sex; may the beſt of em be ever ſu;- 
petted, and the moſt cautious always betray'd. 

Lacy S AUE AMIS H. 

Dear Mr. Good vile, be patient: Let me die, you are 
enough to frighten our whole Sex from ever loving or 
truſtin * Lord, I would not be poor 
Madam wow gain an Empire. [ll ſwear if you 
are not more moderate, you'll diſcom me ſtran 
How my Heart beats ey --j* 

Oo. 
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GOODUILE, 
Patience! preach it $0 a galled Lion No. 1/am 
ſure ſhe is not far off, and I will find her; ſurprine her 
in the midit of her Infamy and Proflitution.——'Sdeath, 
nnn 
Lady SOUEAMISH. 
1 will not part with y you, vou ill-natur'd Creature; 
you ſhall not go——l vow, PI cry a Rape if you offer 
to ſtir. Oh my Heart, here's Malagene. 


Enter Malactxt fixging, Frank, Frank, Frank, . 
MALAGENE, 

8 Fraud, what a Pox out of humour? 

Why Madam, what have you done to him ; what have 

you done to him, Madam Lord how he looks |no— 

why Frank, | ſay, prizthee bear up. 
GOODFYILE. 

| Hark you Dog, Fool, Coxcomb, hold that imper- 

tinent impudent 'Tongue of yours, or I'll cut 4. 

'Sdeath, you Buffoon, I will. | 
MALAIGENE. 

No, but hark you dear Heart, good Words, good Words 
do you hear, or 1 (hall publiſh ; by my Soul Joy, I hall. 

GAQODIFILSE. 

How am 1 continually plagu'd with Rogues and Owls ! 
I'll fer my Houſe o' fire, rather than have it RT I 

peſter'd by ſuch Vermin. 

MALAGENE. 

Faith Frank do: I have not ſeen a Houſe o“ fire this 
great while; een Frolic, pr'ythee let u- 
about it preſently. 

$SQUE AMISH. 

Dear Mr. Geoodwile, you ſhall be perſuaded ; Don't 

run yourſelf into Danger thus rmaſhly. 
GOOD#AILE::.. 

Do you hear then, Monſicur Prmponie ; a. you ex- 
pect to live a quiet Hour, run in and call for ſame Light, 
and return with em inſtantly, M 4- 
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MALAGENE. 

Say no more dear Heart, I'll do't; if Miſchief comes 
not of this, the Devil's in't——but dear Frank, ſtay till 
I come again, I']] be back in a trice; take t'other turn 
with her Ladyſhip into the Wilderneſs ; or any thing. 

[Ex. Malagene. 
ady SLUEAMISH. 

Let me not ins this Mr. Malagene is a very oblig- 
ing Perſon, and methinks Mr. Goodvile you uſe him too 
ſeverely. 

„ 

I wiſh, Madam, he may deſerve that Character of you: 
He is one of thoſe Worldlings you were ſpeaking of, that 
are apt to talk reproachfully ; and I believe knows aſl 
that has paſſed between us to-night, for he has a ſhrewd 
diſcerning Judgment in theſe Matters. 

Lady SQ UEAMISH | 

Lord Mr. Goedwvile, what can he fay of me? I defy 
even Envy itſelf to do me or my Honour any Prejudice : 
Tho' I wiſh I had let this Frolic alone to-night. 

GOOD7MYILE. 

Frolic with a Pox !J=——— if theſe be her Frolics, 
what the Devil is ſhe when ſhe is in earneſt? O he returns 
with the Lights; Look who are theſe ? by Heaven 


the ſame. 
Enter Tx UM AN and Mr. Goopvile. 
TRUMAN. | 
Gently, „Madam, for fear of an Ambuſcade ; 


x wenke i nothing from Ned Valentine ſince. 
Mr.. GOODPFILE. 

See, ſee, Sir, here's Mr. Goodwile : Haſte, haſte down 
the other Walk, or we are ruin'd. 
TRUMAN. 

Fear not, truſt all to my Conduct. . 

rhe Mr.. Goodvile is going away, Goodvile catches 

bold of her Ce clays on ber Maſque. 

GOOD- 
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| GOODYFILE. 
Stay Madam Vici nay you may flay, tis in vain 
to fly, I have diſcover'd all your Falſhood, I have: Was 
mine a Paſfion to be thus abuſed ? I who have given you 
all my Heart ! perfidious falſe Woman i your Lover 
F mah Og ores pots lt 
comes he not forth ? 


Emer ts. Lon. 


| TRUMAN. 
| Here 1 am, Sir. 
| GOODPMFILE. 
Ha, Truman / (A. Goodvile gets looſe, and Ex, 
TRUMAN. 
Yes, Sir, the ſame ; Ready both to ack and 
juſtif, wy being here with Fi&oria, which I t Sir, 


might have been allowed without any Offence to Mr. 
Goodwile, That ſhe is innocent as to any thing on my part, 
I am ready with my Sword to make good ; but Sir, I 
wear it too to do my own Honour Juſtice, and to demand 
of you on what Grounds you appear ſo highly concern d 
for a Woman you were pleaſed to commend to your 
Friend for a Wife ? | 
GOODPFYILE. © 
Concern d Sir! have I not reaſon to be concern'd for 
the Honour of my Family ? for a Kinſwoman under my 
Charge to be abroad and alone with a Gentleman at this 
unſeaſonable Hour, might alarm a Man leſs tender of 
his Reputation than | am. 
TRUMAN. | 
Sir, this Excuſe won't ſerve my turn; nor am I 
blind as not to be ſenſible (which I before ſuſpected] that 
Vittoria has been your Miſtrels :-—A pox of the 
Honour of your Family ; n 


Heart, you ſaid ; and your Paſſion was not 8 thing 
thus abuſed: Nor, Sir, is my Honour. , | 
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GOODYILE. 

No, but dear Zack Truman, thou art my Friend. 

| TRUMAN. - 

You would have made me believe ſo indeed; but the 
Daubing was too coarſe, and the artificial Face appear'd 
too plain, —One would have thought, Sir, that you who 
keep a general Decoy here for Fools and Coxcombs, might 
have found one to have recompenſed a caſt Miſtreſs withal, 
and not have endeavour'd the betraying the Honour of a 
Getleman and your Friend. But Sir, I am glad I have 
heard it from your own Mouth: I hope it will not be 
eſteemed much Ill- Nature in me, if worthy Mr. Malagen: 
and I join Forces to publiſh a little, as he calls it. 

MAL AGENE. 
Faith Jack Truman, with all my Heart; now I have 
him on my ſide, I dare ſay any thing Fran Good- 
Vile——pugh. | 
 __GOODFMYILE. 
Sir, I ſhall require a better account of this hereafter. 
Lady SQUFAMISH. 
Lord, Mr. Truman, what ails Mr. Geodwile ? how hap- 
pen d this Difference : L'll ſwear I am ſtrangely ſurpriz'd. 
TRUMAN. | 
| Your Ladyſhip I ſuppoſe, can beſt give an account how 
Matters are with him: I am apt to believe he has been 
very free with you. 
La SQUE AMISH. © | 

Dear Sir, what do you mean? I'll ſwear you are a ſcan- 

dalous Perſon. 
GOODPMYTILE. 

Sir, fince you are ſo rough, be pleaſed not to concern 
yourſelf with the Honour of this Lady; you may have 
enough to do, if you dare juſtify your own to-morrow. 


. TRUMAN. 
If I dare ?——nay Sir, ſince you queſtion it, I'll con- 


vince you preſently ;—Dray, [They fighr. 


Enter 
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Emer Val turns. 
e 
Hold, hold, what's the a. hate 7m Jack Fre: 
many Frank Geedvile, for ſhame put up. 


Ewe Mb. Ges dirt. 
Mr. GOODFILE, 

Where is this perfidious falſe Man? where is Mr. 
Goodwile? So Sir, I have found now the Original of 
2 Misfortunes: I have a Rival it ſeems; Fi&#oria, 

happy Mee mon dt. s; What, have you 
155 being too your Miſtreſs Pom 
Le cle r . 
cre I had known thy odious pofluted Bed. 
6000 LE. 

'Sdeath, 1 thought ſhe had been in her Chamber this 
Hour at Icalt:— “ ILis true, my Dear, I muſt own a Kind- 
neſs for Victoria, as my Kinſwoman ; but. 

Ari. GOODFILE. 

How ! dare you own it? and to my Face too ? match- 
leſs Impudence ! let me come at him, that I may tear 
out thoſe hot laſcivious glowing Eyes ter mandate 
every Beauty in their way: ——— Oh that I could blaſt 
him with a Look! —— Was my Love fo to 
be abandon'd for Fi#eria / the (hott: of I inihng ths 


mad : I'll endure it no longer, I will have Revenge, or I 


will die! Oh! 
TRUMAN. 
Delicate Difimulation ! how I love her! Lu. 
GOODPyFTILE. 

Dear Madam, hear me ſpeak Madam, I fay that— 

| Mri. GOODFTLE. 

T know you cannot want an Excuſe ; Diſſimulation and 
Falſhosd have been your Practice but that you hold 
wrong me with F7Foria, a Woman that for the fake of your 
— —x—ñ—ñ— ¼ö— 

y* 
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ally'd ts you was dear to me) is an Injury ſo great, that 
it diſtracts my Reaſon. —1 could pardon any thing 
but my wrong d Love. Let me be gone; ſend me to 


a Nunnery ; confine me to a charnel Houſe, vile ungrate- 


ful Wretch! any thing but thy Preſence I can endure. 
.,,GOODPYILE. | | 
Is there every way ſo damn'd a Creature as a Wife ?— 
Lord Madam, do you know what you do? 
Mrs. GOODFYILE, 


Pll warrant it, you would perſuade me I am mad; — 


Would I had been born a Fool! I might then have been 

happy ; patiently have paſs'd over the many tedious 
Nights I have endured in your Abſence ; contented myſelf 
with Prayers for your Safety——— | 4 

MALAGENE. 
O Lord; Prayers! | 
| Mr.. GOODPYFILE. T 

When you, in the very inſtant, were languiſhing in 
the Arms of a Proſtitute. 
GOODPYILE. 

Lord, Madam, I thought you had been in your Cham 
ber now. — Curſe on her, what ſhall 1 do! 

Mrs. GOODMYILE. 

'Tis a fign you believed me ſafe enough; you would 
not certainly elſe have the Impudence to have brought a 
new Miſtreis under my Noſe j-——1 ſee there how guilty 
ſhe tands———have you a Stomach ſo hot that it can 
digeſt Carrion, that has been buzz'd about and blown up- 
on by all the Flies in the Town? or was it the fantaftica!- 
neſs of your Appetite, to try how ſo coarſe a Diſh would 
reliſh, after being cloyed with better Feeding L=—Nay 
Sir, I have been inform'd of all | 8 

Wt VALE 2 INE. | 

en your virtuous ſhip been taki a 

Love and Air with Mr. — this Evening = ? 1 


GOOD. 
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GOODFYFILE. 
Wall, the has deals with the Dov. that's certain 
a Pox on't, I ſee there's no living for me on this ws 
the World 00, let the Coach be made ready ; I 
into the Country. 


Ars. GOODVILE. | 


Ci 


or if ever you 


to you: Day and Night you are from me, 
come home, 'tis with an aking Head, and 
which Vidleria only has Charms h to . in 
the firſt Year of our Marriage I nay, and to own it ! pro- 
claim your own Falſhood, and my diſgraceful Inj 

the Face of the World, when Malagene 


 _ _GCOODFYILE. _» 
| Whinr,——nay fnce-it is fo, whet the Devil ould I 
frive to ſmoother my good Aion Well, if you will have 
it fo, Madam Fierce has been my Mittrefs, is my MA. 
well. nnd Bell Mifre6, and what a Pox would' 


you have more e 


1 


CLUMSET.. 

How's this! who's that ſpeaks diſhonourably of my 
Love, and Lady that ſhall be, /iForia? Before C 
ſhe's a Queen, and whoever ſays to the contrary, I'll Grit 
make him eat my Sword, and then beat out his Teeth 
wich the Hiles of it. 


- 


CAPER. 

Oh! dear Madam, yonder's all the Town in Maſque- 
rade; won't you walk in? they'll be gone if they ſee no 
Company; Jack Traman, dear Jack, pr ythee go and 
take one Frisk ;—as | hope to be ſaved, there are three 
er four of the Gnalt Ladine; the Gelicavelt Rapen Womens 
Jaz frro | Know em all, ria 


Nay, Sir, I know my Preſence has always been uneaſy 


Enter Sir Nouts Cruumy, Cares, and Shvurons: 


———— Aw w-w-w . rr rr cn en r 
r » 0˖§—§öð⁵ĩöẽ3ʃg 
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TRUMAN. 


Sir, I wiſh you good Fortune, but I dare not venture, 


you know my Temper ; I ſhall be very boiſterous, and 
miſtake em for Whores, tho if they be of your Acquain. 
tance, I know they mult be of Quality. 
- DOIPIEX 

I Gad, and fo they are; but Mum for that; One 
of em is ſhe that gave me this Ring; and the other pre- 
ſented me with a Gold enamell'd Watch could not coſt 
leſs than thirty Guineas jz———Trifies Zack, which I have 
the Fortune to meet withal ſometimes. | 

SAUNTER. 

Nay Sir, you run not come of . your 

Miſtreſs ! 


oO. 
Ves Sir, and how are you concern 'd at it ? 
SAUNTER. 


Nay'Sir, I can be a civil a any here. 


your Miſtreſs ! 
GOODPTILE. 


hear ? NT hon by 
SAHUNTER, 
Sing Sir, ſo I can, Fa, la, la, la, &c. Vidoria your 

[ 


COODPYILE. 
| Yes Sir, I fay my Miſtreſs. 
CLUMSEY. 
Ounds, then draw. 
YALENTINE. 
Hold Sir Noble, you are too furious; what's the matter 
CAPER. 


Why how now Saunter * How doſt do dear Hear. 


Sir, this Gentleman's my Friend, and 
GOODPMYILE. 
Was ever Man fo overwbelm'd with Fools and Black- 


heads ? Why you ill-order'd, addle-pated, wadling — 
0 


Sdeath you Coxtomb, ain your derer 05 you 


ws 
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of Puppie::·— Vou Fool in the firſt Place ſing and be 
. . and divert me: 
Dance Sirrah, do you hear ? 

CAPER.. 

Dance Sir, and ſo I think I can Sir, and fence, and play 
at 'Tennis, and make Love, and fold up a Billet-Doux, or 
any thing beuer than you ir: Dade quoth a—there Ur. 

M. GOODFILE. 
| Nay Sir Mad,, 2 boaſted of 
it to my Face: Told .! 


CLUMSET. 
Soul of my Honour, tin 2 and I'll cat 
his Heart for't. 
6 GOODPILE. 


Dear Raw-head and Bloody-bones, be p a little, 
See, 2 Game ; chat 
Towſer has re n 

. t bis Wiſe, and Exit. 


4 UEAMTSH. 
phage ”= 


VALENTINE. 

Curſe on her, l nt men 
Caper, Seunter, did not hear my Lady cot Jon" 
She's gone to the for ſhame follow her ; 
ſhe'll take it ill you did not wait on ber. 

 SAUNTER. 

Faith Caper, and ſo ſhe will. Well, a 
marry Vi#eria for fear of the worſt: _—— Madam, your 
moſt devoted Servant: Wand with Mr. 
Geedvile to- night — 

Me,. hf. 

Dear Sir, it needs no Excoſe. 

CAPER. 

My Reſentments, Madam 


T RUO- 
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You are too ceremonius, Gentlemen and my Lady 
will fear ſhe has loft you. il 1: 
CAPIE. | 
Dear Jack, as I told thee before, 11 bring thee 
acquainted with thoſe Ladies. 
SAUNTER. © 
| Pr'ythee put on a Maſque, and come among us, Jack, 
Faith do. | 
: TRUMAN. 
Sirs, I'll wait on you in a Moment. 
[Exeunt Singing and Dancing, 
TRUMAN. 


Theſe Coxcoms, Madam, came in a good time; they | 
| were hever ſeaſonable before. | 5 

M. GOODYILE. © 

Diteaſes and Viſitations are 3 

away the noiſom Crouds that infeſt and incumber the Worid. 

MA L AGE NIE. 
As I have often faid I muſt publiſh, I muſt ſpread; and 
ſo good-b'ye to you. [Exite 


Emer LE T TIE. 


7 LETTICE. © 
Oh! Madam, yonders ay lier raving for his Coach: 
Says he'll into the Country preſently : Has given order 
@ diſperſe the Company; what will you do ? 
Mr. GOODPFILE. 

Leet him go, 'twere pity to hinder him :—Ha, ha, ha, into 
the Country? I'd as ſoon believe he would turn Capuchin. 
TRUMAN. 

But, Madam, it was inhamanly done, to come yourſelf 
upon him: One would have Te os. ek pink des | 
vt Cant for the wiſe Miſtake he made of W ;; 

| 7 
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I would not have miſe d it forthe World. Now would 
he come on his Knces for Compoſition ; and if I do not 
bring him to it within theſe four Hour 

TRUMAN. 
Why Madam, what will you do? 
Mr. GOODPFILE. 

Put on all the notorious Aſfectations and ridiculoas 
Imperti that ever the moſt eminent of our Sex 
have ftudy'd, or the Coxcombs of Sex admir'd; 
then of a ſudden ſeem to fond of both thoſe 
clincant Fools, blk Lon os be of ol things lane, 

do it too fo forc'dly, that he himſelf ſhall find it only 
intended to give him Vexation. 

TRUMAN. 

Have you then maliiouſly def n f. in pight of Nature, 
to keep me conſtant? 

Warr. GOODPILE. 

Which you will be ſure to be. 

TRUMAN. 

A dozen new freſh young unſeen Beauties, and the 
Devil himſelf in the Rear of em, cannot make me other- 
_ wiſe; I never really lov'd or liv'd till now. There is 
nothing I'd not wiſh to be, except the very Husband him- 
ſelf, rather than loſe you. 


Enter VaLIN TIN IH and Camilla. 


|  FALENTINE. 
Jack Truman! 


TRUMAN. 
Well Ned, what's the matter? 


3 


* 
ang, alter'd ; 1 would adviſe you's come and hen 
yourſelf, and make the beſt oa't | ge 
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. 


Mr. G00 DVILE. 
Let me alone; I'll ſecure all, Il warrant you. I'm ſure 
be can have no poſitive Proofs ; Il inſtantly go and put 
all things in a Confuſion, contradict all the Orders he 
has given for going in the Country ; ſhut up myſelf in 
my Chamber, and not hear a Word of him till he comes 
upon Submiſſion ;j——— Lertice, follow me to my Cham- 


ber preſent! | ? Ca.. 
] „ "TRUMAN. % 
N Woman and Wife, en. 
it 
LETTICE. 


Well, my Lady certainly of a young Lady knows her 
Buſineſs, and underſtands, the managing of a: 
the beſt of any Woman in the World: I'll ſwear ſhe is an 
ingenious Perſon : Forty Ladies now, at ſuch an Accident, 


would have been hurry'd and afraid, and the poor Waiting- 


Woman muſt have been ſent forward and — . and 
backward and forward to hearken and enquire; but ſhe 


_ ſhows all her Changes in a Motion. 


Emer Goo DVI TL E. 


6000 ½% ILE. 
How now, Lettice? Where's your Lady ? 
LETTICE. 
Within Sir, in her Chamber. 
GOODYILE. 
Are you ſure of it? 


| . 
She commanded me to follow her thither but now. 


6009711 . 
Is ſhe alone there? 
LETTECE, | 
Ay Sir, I'll affure you ſhe ſeldom deſires — 


But I muſt haſten and follow her. 


GOODMYILE. 
Stay a little, are you fure ſhe was in the Houſe, before 


| this Diſturbance happened in the Garden ? 


« | LET. 


2 
˖ 
7 
1 
5 


V5 Sues | » — hes »y 


c 
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LETTICH. 
4114 bo es en 
with her, when firſt ſhe heard you exclaim againſt Madam 
Vittoria Poor Creature, I was afraid ſhe would have 
fallen down dead on the Floor: I catch'd her in my Arms, 
begg'd her an my Knees not to run out; but ſhe would 
hear nothing, but in ſpite of Force broke from me, and 


came hither with all that Impatience and Rage, the too 
ſenſible Reſentment of your Unkindaeſs bad rais'd in her. 


GOODF#YFILE. 
Get you in preſently, do you hear; and take no notice 
of what I have ſaid to you, as you tender your well-being. 
LETTICE. | 
Yes Sir: — but if 1 conceal a Word of it, may I never 
ſerve a London Lady again, but be condemun'd to be a 
Country-Chamber Maid, and kill Fleas as long as Live. 1 
6000 %LE. 
If I ſhould have been in the wrong all this while, and 
miſtaken my own dear Wife for YVideria!— Ah! Curie 
on this hot Head of mine! Pox on't, it is im-offible! Yet 


that miſchievous Rogue Malagene was all the while in 


the Garden, and he has been at his Doubts and Ambi- 
guities, and may-be's, with me ;—By this Light lam a 
Cuckold, an arrant rank ſtinking Cuckold. 


Enter VicCTORIA. 


VICTOR. 

What will become of me! whither ſhall I fy to hide. wy 
Mis fortune ? Oh ! that I might never fee the Light again, 
but be for ever conceal'd in theſe Shades. 

600 DLE. 

Dear Vicberia, is't you? be free with me; were you 

really in the Garden before to-night, or no? | 
VICTOR IJ. 

1 have not been but of the Houſe fince it was dark 

till this Minute, nor had I come hither now, but that I 
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that I am deſtitute where'to conceal myſelf from the ma- 


licious Eyes and Tongues of thoſe to whom your Baſe- 
' neſs has given an Opportunity enforce age over my 
Misfortune and ruin'd Honour. 
GOODPYILE. 
Be not fo outrageous; II! reconcile all yet. 
„ 


Which way is t poſſible ? By to-morrow Morning your 


very Footmen will have it in their Mouths ; and Ma/agene, 
that keeps an Office of Intelligence for all the Scandal 
in Town, will be ſpreading it among his Coffee-Houſe 
Companions, and at the Play whiſper it to the Orange- 
Women, who ſhall make a fulſom Jeſt of it to the next 
Coxcomb that comes in half drunk, to lol! and play, and 

be nauſeouſly leud with em in public. 

5 0 

I tell thee it ſhall not be; Malagene's my Creature, or 
at leaſt henceforth I'll make him ſo; I have Reaſons for 
it, and to believe alſo that my Wife, my own delicate 
damn'd Wife, was the fame I miſtook for you in the 
Garden to-night. ; 
| VICTORIA. 7 

Tis true, I was at the ſame time to ſee for her in her 
Chamber, and ſhe was not there; but cannot believe her 


in the leaſt guilty of what you ſeem to accuſe her of. 


GOODMYILE. 

Confound her. he's an exquiſite jut, choroug h- 
pac'd, and practis'd in all the cunning Arts and Slight; 
- Falſhood : Sdeath how I could mince her! But here 
comes Malagene, he knows all, and I'll make him con- 
feſs all, or I'll murder him. 


Eater MAL AGE NR. 


Well, Sir, what fay you to this Matter. 
; MALAGENE. 
Faith Bully, I think my dear Kinſwoman has mavl'd 


oh to ſome purpoſe ; I'll ſay this for her, ſhe has the 
4 true 


n 


 Fxr1znpsHIP in FasmioONn. 97 
true Blood of the Malagens in her: Tol lol dara lal, Ge, 


GOODFILE. 
What is't you mean, Fool? Be plain, and unfold yourſelf. 
MALAGENE. 


Why you muſt know, Fraxk, having a particular Eden 
for my Family, (the neareſt Relation of which I would 
go fifty Miles to fee hang d) 1 do think ber as very a 


But no more. Mum, dear Heart, Mum, I fay. 


GOODFILE. 
What's that you ſay, Sir, what do you think my Wiſe ! 
Ay what, Frank? what now? 


GOODFILE. 
| Nay, Sir, that you muſt reſolve me. 
MALAGENE, 


| Why then 1'll tell thee, Fraxt; doſt thou really think 1 
love thee ? | 


r | 
I know you'll ſay fo, Sir, becauſe you fear me. 
 MALAGENE. + 
Then pr'ythee do ſo much as lend me ten Guineas for 
a Day or two. of 
CUUAFTES 
Oh, Sir, to the purpoſe, to the purpoſe; be brief. 
MAL AGENE. 
Nay then, Mum, I ſay again. 
GOODYILE. 


Will you never leave vexing me with your Imperti- 
nence? Muſt I be always forc'd to uſe you ill, to bring 


| you to Good-manners ? 


MALAGENE. 
Faith, Child, I am loth to make Miſchief; I have been 
a very wicked ill-natur'd impudent Fellow, that's the 
truth on't: but ] find I loſe myſelf by it; the very Poets 
themſelves that were wont to ſtand in awe of me, care 


not a Louſe for me now; and there's not a common 


f in 
<a 


was 
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in Town, but calls me and Raſcal to my Face, as 
impudently as if I were her Pim 
GOODPMFYILE. 


E to tas Moaah, and be ju 1 


your Friend. 
MAL AGENE. 8 
The Devil take me, Frank, if thou art not a very im- 
pertinent Fellow :—Know: why who ſhould know bet- 
ter than yourſelf? ha ! 
GOODPYILE. 

Here are five Guineas for you, upon condition you 
make a full and true Relation of all you have diſcover'd 
this Night. 


MALAGENE. 

Tu do't; down with your Duſt. 

GOODPFILE. 

What will not this Rakehell do to borrow Ef 
knew him make Love to a Chamber-Maid till he had 
borrow'd Five Pounds of her at half a Crown a time. 

MALAGENE. 

Well, Fronk Goodwile, you may think as you pleaſe of 
me; but hang me like a Dog if I am not a very honeſt 
Fellow in my Heart: Veu would have me deal freely 
with you, you fay, in this Buſineſs ? 

 __GOODPYILE. 

I would ſo Sir, or I ſhall deal very roughly with you. 
MALAGENE. 

And you lent.me theſe five Guiness to that purpoſe ? 
60097111. 
You are much in the right, Sir. 
MAL AGENE. 
Then to make ſhort of the Matter ; thou art as arrant 
a poor filly Cuckold as one would wiſh to drink withal, 
| ma 7-1-7} 77 4 ren 


GOODPILE. 
Whore b for a Legion of Devils to 


1 he to HeD, and that I had but the driving of em! 
MAL 4 
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4LAG ENI. 

Nay, nay, Man, fince tis ſo, never be angry for the 

Matter. What a Pox, you thought to put the Miſtreſs 

upon Traumas / r 
Yalextine has been Pimp in the Buſineſs ; and the 

take me if I don't think myſelf the honcſieft Fellow 


amongſt you. 
VICTORIA. 
Now, Sir, conſider what a wretched thing you have 
made me. 
d 600271. 


No more; I'm thine, and here 1 (cal my Heart to thee 
for ever. 


MALAGENS. 
Well, Frank, can I ſerve thee any further in this Buſineſs, 
6 0097111. | 
That, Sir, is as time ſhall try: And to convince you 
how fit I think you for my Purpoſe, I know you arc a 
Raſcal not to be truſted ; Therefore obſerve it, if you 
offer to ſtir beyond the Limits I fet you, at that very in- 
ſtant I'll marder you. 
MALAGENE. | 
Pr'ythee talk not to me of Limits and Murdering ; 1 
hope you take me Sir (under the Roſe) for no Fool : 
And what a Pox do you think to make of me ? 
G@OODPFILE. 
A Spaniel to hunt and ſet the Game I mean to take: 
— MM Malagene, and 
pe freſh Scandal to treat of: I know it is an Office 
thou lov', and therefore do it to oblige thee . 
MALAGENSKE. 
fach, and fo I do with all my Heart: Bur, Freed, 1 
don't know how this Buſineſs will be brought about well: 
I have promis'd to meet two or three hearty old Souls to. 
morrow at Dinner, to ſwear and drink, and talk Bawdy 
and Treaſon together for an Hour or two; they are all 
Atheiſts, and very bone Fellows. 
Rs E 2 GOOD» 
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GOODMYIIEE. 
- OSir, you may be hang'd in good time : But for this 
preſent occaſion I muſt uſe you: Victoria, do you with all 
your utmoſt Art difemble but the leaft Knowledge of 
what has happen'd to-night : and Sir, do you keep ſtill 
that lying — ugly merry Face which you always 
wear when you deſign Miſchief: I'll pretend this Morn- 
ing to purſue my n of going into the Country; 
then when they are in the height of their Pleaſures and 
Aſſurance of their Safety, return and ſurprize em. | 

e 
Zut do you believe, Sir, that you can utterly abandon 
all Senſe of your paſt Love and Tenderneſs for a Woman 
who has been ſo dear to you? You will be apt to relapſe 

again. | 


COODPMYILE. 

I will ſooner return to my Vomit: I am rather glad 
of the Occaſion to be rid of ſo troubleſom uneaſy a Bur. 
den: A Wife after a Year, like a Garment 2 
worn too long, hangs looſe and aukwardly on a Man, 
and grows a Scandal to him that wears it. 
|  FICTORIA. 

But can you then reſolve to quit and diſown her for ever ? 

 COODFILE. 

For ever, my Viforia! — No more, but raight go 
to thy Chamber, and wait for the happy Iſſue; You, 
Sir, keep cloſe to me. Quit her! as chearfully as I 
would a Shoe that wrings me. Then how looſely ſhall 
I move, 


Free and unbounded taſte the Sweets of Life! 
Love where I pleaſe, and know no more the Strife 
F 


ACT 
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I SCENE I. 
SCENE V == 


Enter Victoria. 


|  FICTORIA. 
Neue 
Unhappy Womens Curſe, and Mens light Game 
r 8 PLD. 8 the 
mon Companion of Infam Geedvwilt's 
Wife ever wrong d me ? Why then ſhould I 
conſpire ta betray her! No, 3 my Revenge light 
wholly on that falſe perjur d Man; as. he has deceiv'd 
and ruin'd me, I'll play falſe with him, make myſelf 
privy to his whole Deſign of Truman and his 
Wiſe together: Then like à true Miſtreſs betray his 
Counſels to her, that ſhe like a true Wife may ſpite of 
his Teeth deceive him quite, and fo I have the 
of ſeeing him a ſcal'd ſtigmatia d fond believing Cuckold; 
till at leaſt be ſome Eaſe to me. Here he comes equipp'd 
and prepar'd for the pretended Journey. 1 
. Enter GOODUSYVI II and Boy. 


GOODFMYILE. 
Go bid the Coachman haſten, and get all hings ready; 
for r gone. Lis time we were ſet out. 
ohe have prey'd ; and look, . 

y whoop tmartn only on py 4:28, 

Dapples the drou/y Ca with Spots of Gray. 
Wife! adieu dear Wiſe. Ah my YViforia, 3 
diligent to wiſh me a happy Journey ? Certainly my good 
Angel is like thee, and whenſoever I err muſt meet me in 
thy Shape, and with ſuch Softneſs ſmile and direct me. 


FarenpDsSHIP in FASHION. 
FICTORIS. 
A. thoſe whom Will with the Whiſy brwitches 
7 bro Bogs, thro' Hedges, and thro' Ditches. 
GOODFILE. | 
No then has led me out of the Cobol Howard Road 
of Matrimony, into the pleaſant eaſy Path of Love, 
where I can never loſe my way, and muſt be always 
happy. But where's Malagene ? 
eren 
N Whilſt the Butler was aſleep, 
K And there are with 
iddler that plays upon the Baſe, fitting 
. the Floor, ſtripp'd to their Shirts, 


and 
COODPMYILE. 
| That fulſome Rogue will ruin all our Buſineſs, See 
here what 1 have diicover'd ar pane the private Cor- 
ner of a Window, Nr | 
„ere 
Reads. J Goodvile goes r 
me Inow it, that In wait on you, _ 
you the rofl of my Heart, net 
8 . r | 
Now i Ian not a Ockold, It any bone Wil judge, | 
ba, ha, ha. How it pleaſes me ! Blood ! Fire! and Dag- 


gers 
 FICTORIA. 
Dut, Sir, what do you reſolve on ? 
GOODPYILE. 


Emer 
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* Goopvile and LuvtTiICE a 


Ars. GOODPMFILE. 
to you, Sir. 
COODYILE. 


Good-night to you, Madam. 
1. GOODYVILE. 


How ſo, Sir ? 
GOODPILE. 
. 


kad you are properiag for the Country, Sir. 
GOODFILE. 
Ay. r very feaſonable at prefenc, 
Madam ; grow clſe, and all the Company I 
keep will ſmell me out. 
Ari. GOD. 


Oh ! what Joy will fill each Village, 
to hear our T.andlbed's Honour: down. The Bells 
ſhall jingle out of Tune all Day and at Night the Curate 


2 comes in the Name of the whole Pariſh to 
Patron welcome into the Country, and invite him- 
ſelf the next Lord's Day to Dinner. 
I am glad to ſee you fo pleaſant, Madam. 
Ar. GOODPILE. 
Then the next ing our Tenant's dainty Daoghter 
Pippins of the largeſt Size, culP'd 
AN 1 7 

a 7. of what bis 
Worſhip will beſtow upon her. 
E 4 coox 


is ſentwith a Preſent of 
| old 
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| GOODYILE 

Oh Madam, let not any Thoughts of that nature 
diſturb you; 1 ſhall leave all my wanton Inclinations here, 
and only pleaſe myſelf when lam there ſometimes to 
 Contemplate your Ladyſhip's Picture in the Gallery. 

Mrs. GOODPFILE. 

Then come the Country Squires, and their Dogs, the 
cleanlier ſort of — of the two: Straight we're 
invited to th“ noble Hunt, and not a Deer in all the 


Foreſt'⸗ laſs, 
„„ 

No, Madam: No horn'd Beaſt ſhall ſuffer for my 
Pleaſure: I am Jately grown a Philoſopher, Madam ; and 
find, we ought not to hurt our Fellow Creatures. 

Mr. GOODPFTLE. 

What 3 is the reaſon that you uſe me thus? 

OG OOUPY 08 

What is't I would not do to purchaſe Quietneſ ? Your 
injurious Suſpicions of me were tolerable, but the Wrong 
NN. Jealouſy has done Viforia—— 

MMM. GOODFTUE. 

T jealous of Yiferia! No, tho” 4 Peffion lan Night 
made me extravagant when I diſcover'd you with that 
naughty Lady Squeamiſh, which 1 can eaſily forgive, if 
youll but promiſe to forget her: For I am confident it 
* your firſt Tranſgreſſion. 

GOODPYILE, 

Very quaint and pretty. | 

Mes. G00 DLL E. 

Yet Iam too well ſatisfy d of YiZoria's Virtue, for ſhe's 
my Friend; and tho' I ſhou'd ſee her in your Arms, 1 
.Cou'd not harbour ſuch a Thought. No, Yi&oria, you 
muſt love me, and I'll love you; you ſhall call me your 
Love, and I'll call you my Dear, and we'll always go to 
the Play together, and to the Park together, and every 
where together; and when Mr, Gaodvile's out of Town, 


we'll he together. 1 Enter - 
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SERPYANT. 

Sir, the Coach is ready. 

GOODFPMFILE. 

You think, Madam, you have a fine eaſy Fool to play 
wichal, but the Gayneſs of your Face is too thin to hide 
the Rencour of your Haw j nl top-arjobidilline 
Devil Wife, I take my leave of you, never more from 
this Minute to look on you. 

Mrs. GOODFILE. 
Are you then inexorable ? Relentleſs, cruel Man ! 
GOODYILE. 
Good eaſy melting kind-hearted Woman, farewel. [Ex7. 
Mr. GOODFILE.. | ij 

Ah wretched me! _ | 
| LETTICE. 

My Lady ſwoons. Dear Madam Y7eria, haſten and 
bring my Maſter back again you can do any thing 
with him. { Ex. Vidoria. 


Ar. GOODFILE. 
No, no, Lertice! Let him alone, att thou ſure he's gone. 
LETTICA&. _ 
I hope ſo, Madam. 
Mr.. GOODFILE. | 
Then fo ſoon as I am return'd to my Chamber, be 
ſure you go yourſelf to Mr. Truman, and tell him if he 
has nothing elſe to do he n ' 


Enter VicTOR1LA, , | i * 


«xi: e * 
There is no pi M74 La hens 
Houſe is infected, and that no Man that values his Health 


ill flay in it. My Lady Squeamihs too is arriv'd jult . 
ke lf the Door; nnn will you fee 


ey 9 i We 2 _— £ ; ] 72 - T 5 
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Mr. G00 DIL E. 

Oh I am fick at the very name of her: Let all 
the Doors be barr'd againſt her, and Gunpowder put un- 


der each Threſhold-place, ready to blow her up, if ſhe but 


offer an entrance. Lertice, lend me your Hand a little; 1'1} 
to my Chamber inſtantly: Oh my Head! [Ex. with Let. 
VICTORIA. 

This Management of hers ſo charms me, that 1 can 
almoſt forget all the Miſchief ſhe has done me: tis true 
the reproach'd me, but tu as done ſo handſomly, chat 

I doubly deſerv'd it to have taken notice of it. 


Emer Lay SQUEAMILS H. 


Lady S2UEAMISH. 
Oh Dear, Vie, will become of me! I am loft 
and undorie for ever; Oh I ſhall die, I ſhall dic! the 
Lord of my Heart, the Jewel of my Soul is falſe to me. 
VICTORI MI. 
Wane alle your Ladyſhip? Surely ſhe's diſtracted. 
Lacy S2UEAMISH. 
'Oh Goodwile, Goodwile ! the falſe, cruel, „* 
leſs Goodwile / I came juſt as his Coach was parting from 


the Door, yet he would not ſpeak to me, would hardly 
ſee me, but away he drove, and mock'd my Sorrows. 
VICTORIA. 
Alas! Her Ladyſhip is paſſionate, as I live very paſſionate 
4 fon p bond nghen 
So Thus left enntted Links an the Gheces ſo 
fled the falſe £nea: from his Di. | 
VICTORI 4. 


What could you expeR leſs of him, Madam ? Fal- 
hood is his Province: Your Ladyſhip ſhould have made 
choice of a civil ſober diſcreet Perſon ; but Cu you 
know is a Spark, a very Spark. 

Lay SOSUEAMISH. 

That has been my ; it was therefore I adored him : 


ee eee 


— & Fazsnon. 


becauſe ſhe might be ſure of him? No, a Spark is my 
Life, my Darling, the Joy of my Soul. Ob bow I doat 
— I could live and die with a Spark. Yiferia, 
I make you a Conddent, and you muſt pardon me for 
robbing you of Mr. Geodwile ,? Come; come, I know all. 
VICTORIA. 
Your Ladyſhip knows more thaw all the Would beſides, 
SLUEAMISH. 
And as I was , A Spark is the deareſt thing to 
me in the World; I have had I think with 
all the Sparks. Well; one of "em that you know was 
a ſweet Perſon : Oh be danc'd, ee 
Miracle, and then he ſpoke French as if he had been bred 
all his life time at Paris, and admir d every thing that was 
French : Wade ho Wes look Ap and 
liſp ſo prettily when he talk'd ; and then never wanted 
Diſcourſe ; I'll fivear he „ i 
together with the Deſcription of an 
VICTORIA. 
That muſt needs be very charming. 
Lady SLUEAMISH. 
But Mr. Goodwile was a Wit too: Oh I never had a 
Wit before, for to ſpeak the trath, now I think ont bet- 
ter, all my Lovers have been a linle fooliſh FI fen, 
ha, ha, ha! {Sir Noble and Mal. at the Deer drank. 
MALAGENE. 
| Scour, es, ſcour. 
 CLUMSEY. | 
| Down gore the ie e eee 
enter.) Malagene, roar, roar, and raviſh, here are 
in honor ante, Sends ˙ Cheng 


CERT WS. > ny 44:3 at 


CLUMSEX. 2 
Roffians ! do you know who you talk. to, Malen ? 1 
am a civil, ſober, diſcreet Perſon ; and come particaluly 
— lovely Body: * 


2 x 2 K+ K 
e * * "* 2 £ l 
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7 MALAGENE. | 9 
en ee make no Neiſe about this matter. | 
This is a Perſon of Quality and a Friend of mine, there- 


"_— be civil. 
Lac 8 224 ISH. 
Has Mr. 821 jeſt no Footmen at home to cudgel 


5 Fops ! Fogh—-—how like . Journey - men 
ts 


Rp they Togg © | 
BY > MALAGENE. 

© Journey-men, Madam! hold there! none of your Lady- 

ip's Journey-men, that's ove Comfort! Woe. to the 
. 

| Lady S AUE AMISH. 

Were Mr, Goedwile at home you durit not talk thus, 
1 you ſcandalous Fellow). 
i ALAN. 
dul, fay you——bark you, my Dear, were he here 

in Perſon, 1 would firſt of all decently kick him out of 
RANT Gwe ap wie Rand amdiboree bers to thy 
, ere — 

CILU AMS x. 

Why, what is that Goodwile* will he wreſlle? or will 
he bon for fiſty pound. Look you, this Fellow is my Pimp. 
Tis true, his Countenance is none of the beſt : But he's 
a neat Lad, and keeps good Company. 

MALAGENE, 
neat ns 
t: For I have A 
nn 

Silas © 6 4 4. + « 

— Rogue! no wore. Take notice good 
Fi this civil Perſon ſhall marry my Siſter; the is 3 
hopeful Lady Truly the is not full thirteen but 


pretty 
ſhe has had two Children already, Odd's heart. 
| .. 


Nn 2 35. 
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CLUMSET. EE 

Come let us talk Bavdy. 
 FICTORIA. 

Tu call thoſe ſhall talk with you preſently. tus Vie 


| CLUMSET. 
Wheugh—ſhe's 


Nou 5 
_ Beaſt! ry Sat ! 


CLUMSET. 
Oh law! my Aunt! what have 1 done now ? Madam, 
a3 I hope to be 
| [Run againſt ber, and alnef beati 2 
| Lady S2UEAMISH. 
Oh help! I am murder'd! Oh my Head! 
CLUM8SRKTI.. a 
Nay, Lady! that was no fault of mine: You ſhall fee 
TR op Jap RG and (as I was ſaying) if 1 have of- 


[Reels ag e Sabbrand ebemitiive « Chin Jor 
and / fot little China Diſhes. 
Lady SLUE AMISH. 

Oh inſufferable ! quickly, quickly, a Porter and 

Basket to carry out this Swine to a 
CLUMSEYT. 

you Madam, no harm no harm! you fhalt 
n myſelf notably yet — as for exam 
ſuppoſe now——ſo this the Door, [Goes i Door, 
Very well ; thus mov 
[Steps forwards and leaves bis Peruke on ons of the Hinges, 
Hah, who was that? Rogues! Dogs! Sons of Whores 


Emer SERY ANTS. 


1 SERVANT. 
Soch as we are Sr, you hall find ws at your Service, 
. CAUNMSI9 + 

Marder, n man. 


Look 
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"2... 4 ; ES RE. Re 
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MALAGENE. 
Where there is ſuch odds, a Man may with Honour 
netire and teal ait. | Lx. Mal. 
Emer CATI SAU rr. . 
CAPER. 
Where is this Raſcal ? this Coxcomb ? this Fop? how 
dare you come hither, Sir, to affront Ladies and Perſons 


| of Quality? | 
CLUMSEYT. 


Sir, your humble Servant: did you fee my Perriwig ? 
CAPER. 

Sir, you are an Afs ; and never wore a Perriwig in your 

Life : Jernis, what a Buſh of Briars and Thorns is 

bere? The Mane of my Lady Sami Shock is a 


Chedreux to it. 
CLUMSEY. 


Why, Sir, I know who made it. He was an honeſt 
Fellow and a Barber, and one that lov'd — 


Poetry. 
SAIUNTER. 


How Sir ! 

CAPER. 

But, Sir, come cloſe to the Buſineſs : How durſt you 
treat Ladies fo rudely as we ſaw you but now ? Anſwer 
to that, and tell not us of Muſic and Poetry. 

CS EMIFE: 

Why, he had all #7#minfer Drollery, ne 

Tn — — ever 
* 


| SAUER. 
Bot, Sir, this is nothing to our Buſineſs. 


CLUMSEY. | 
Buſineſs | hang Buſineſs ! I hate a Man of Buſined : 
If you'll drink or whore, break Windows or commit 
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CAIPER. 
Sir, will you fight? 
CLUMSEYX. 
Fight ! with whom ? for what? 
CAPER. 
With me. 
$4UNTER. 
With me. 
Sir, wich all ay Hearty 1 love dghning 5 85 
, m ; 5 
* CAPER. 
But will you, Sir? dare you ? 
| SAU r. 
Ay Sir, will you fight  do-you think you dare fight ? 
CLUMSEY. 


Why. you ſweet perfum'd Jeſunine Knaves! you 
| in Buckram! were there a Dozen of you I'd 
deat you out of your artificial Sweetneſs into your own. 
natural Rankneſs. You Stinkards ! ſhall I draw my G. 
beru: and cut you off, you gaudy Popinjays ? | 
CAPER. 

This Fellow's mad, Sazxver ſtark mad, by ue 
Dear Knight, how long haſt thou been in this Pickle ?- 

this Condition, Knight ? hah ? 


CLUMSEY. 
What Pickle ? what Condition, you Worms ? 
ts, the poor Devil mu Bedlam ; Bed: 
Ay, ay, muſt to Fi | 
CRONE 


mn cd There's 
never an Hoſpital for Fools yet ; Mercy on me if there: 
were | how many handfom Fellows in this Town mighe 
be provided for } { Fiddle: play wit 
CA&4PER. 
Hey-day, Fiddles! 


8 JUX: 
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SAUNTER. 
Madam Goodwil: hearing we were here, hath ſent for 


me on purpoſe to regale us. 


Enter Mri.Goopvite, Lady Squzanisn with the Fiddler 
Playing, SrunTER falls to fing the Tune with em, and 
CAPER dances to its LETTI es. 


Mr: GOODYILILE | 
Let my Servants take care that all the Doors ſtand 
open: I'll have Entrance deny d to no one Fool in Town. 
Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter here ? then we can never 
want Company. Come, Madam, let us begin the Re- 
vels of the Day ; 1 long to enjoy the Freedom I am 
Miſtreſs of. Lettice, try your Vow. | 
tay SQUEAMISH. 
Oh Madam |! this gallant Spirit raviſhes me. Dear 
Mr. Caper, ou and Mr. Saunter were born to be 
happy ! Madam Good vile has reſolv'd to ſacriſice this Day 
to Pleaſure what ſnall we do with ourſelves ? 
GLELR 


Do, Madam ! We'll dance for ever. 
Lady SAY Z AMIS A. 


Oh, ay dance. 
SAUVTER. 
And ſing. 
Lady SAU E AMISH. 
And ſing. 
| BOTH. 


Lady SDUE AMISH. 
Oh ay, love! but Madam Goodvile have you refolv'd 
to wear the Willow, and be very melancholy=——ha, ha, 
ha——Fiddles ! where are you ? I cannot endure you 
out of my fight. 5 MY | 
| Mr. GOODYILE 
Willow! hang it, give it to Country Girls that ſigh 
for Clowns; and Melancholy is a Diſeaſe Inge 
* 4 ty: 
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Beauty : I have yet a flock of Youth and Charms, un- 
ſully'd by the Hands of Age or Carez 
And au that lafts, what Woman <would deſpair i 
CLUMSET. 

In the mean time I'll ſcout out for a Doxy of my Ac- 
quaintance hard by, return in Triumph, and let Vi- 

'cria go hang and deſpair. 
Sings. 
To love it a Pleaſure Divine, 
Tet Dll never figh or be t 
Ttey are Coxcombis that lange and pint, 
Se long a1 Wherer are to be bad.——To davelh darolda. 


Ley SQUE AMISH. 
Oh ſecure thet deform d Monſter, that Rebel of mine: 
Fellows take care of him, and keep him up till I talk 
with him, and make hiza ſenſible of his Enormities, 


CLUMSEY. 
Slaves, avaunt! if my Lady will have it fo, I'll walk 


ſoberly into the Garden, and conſider of whe bs poſh 


To love it a Pleaſure, kc, [Ex. Clam. 
| Mr. GOODPYILE. 
Lettice ? 

LETTICE. 


| Mri. GOODFYILE. 
Is Mr. Truman come ? 


LATTICE. 
He'll be here preſently, Madam. 


Enter Pacs with a Letter. 
PAGE. 
A Letter for your Ladyſhip. 
Mrs. GOODFILE. 
Who brought it ? 
PAGE. 
A Porter brought it to the Door, Madam: But (aid be 


had no Orders to flay for an Anſwer, | (Ex. P 


. 
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M.,. GOODFYILE. 
A Woman's Hand. 


Reads. Myr. Goodvile's Journey out of Town i; but a 
Pretence : He is jealous of you and Mr. Truman, you «vill 
feu him anon return in hopes to ſurprize you together. 
The' be has trufled me with the Secret, and oblig' d me to 
A him in it ; yet I would endeavour by thit Diſcovery to 
perſuade you that I am your real Servant, Victoria. 


Pofi/cript. Beware of Malagene, for he's appointed the 


Spy to betray you. 
This is done, Yiforie, and I'll ſtady to de- 


ſerve it of thee: Now, if I 
Husband of mine, let all Wives curſe me, and Cuckolds 
laugh at me! Fiddles lead in! Mr. Caper, and Mr. Sawnter, 
pray wait on my Lady ; and entertain her & little: I'l 
follow you preſeutly. 
_ + a 
Come Mr. Caper 


walk ? 
" CAPERS. 
A Coranto Madam 


SUT AAA 
| Ay, ten thoukund, CUE LA Mr. Saxxter, I would 
always near you two! Oh for a Grove now, and a 
r 
- -_—_— „„ 


CAPER. 
Allons ! for Love and Pleaſure : By theſe Hand 
SAUNTER. 
\ By thoſe Eyes 
Lady SNUEA4MISH. 
Oh no more | no more: I ſhall be loſt in Happineſs ! 
[Exennt. 


Mrs. GOODFILE. 


So, this Conſort of Fools ſhall be the Chorus to my 
Farce; now all the Malice, 111-Nature, Falſhood and 
Hypocriſy of my Sex inſpire me, Lettice! ſee Camilla 

© be 
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be ſent for inſtantly, doe ns pan — 
venge, ſhe has Reaſon; Mr . Valentine, 1 ſappoke, will 
be here with Mr. Tremas. _ 


Emer Mr Tnuman 


TRUMAN. 
And think you, Madam, he durit not anſwer a fair 
Lady's Challenge without a Second ? 
Ars. GOODFYFILE. © 
You would pretend, I'll warrant you, to be very flout. 
You Hectors in Love are as arrant Cheats as Heftors in 
fighting, that bluſter, rant, and make a Noiſe for the 
rr 
rant Daftards, and good for nothing. 
TRUMAN. 
But, Madam, you fhould find 1 dare de e thing, 
would you bat be civil an ſtand] your Gard. 
Mr... GOODPILE. 
What think you the of a Cut-throat Huſband now de- 
hind the n A 
RUMAN. 
Whilk I have ſock Beauty on af ds fide, nothing can hurt 


me. 
8 A: GOODPILE. 
Then, Sir, prepare yourſelf ; Mr. Geodwike is really 
jealous, and miſtruſts all or more than has paſt berween 
us. His out of Town was but a Pretence, but we 


e 


TRUMAN. 
Fear him not, Madam ; theſe Moles that work under 
Ground are as blind as they are buſy ; Let bim run on is 
his dull Jealouſy, whilſt we fill find new Windings out, 
and loſe him in the Maze. 
Mri. GOODFILE. 
Then if you wiſh to preſerve me your's, join with me.to- 
day in my Deſign, which is, if poſſible, to make him mad, 
| work 


tray'd ns, and ig n 
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work him up to the height of furious Suſpicion, and at that 
Moment when he thinks his Jealouſy moſt juſt, bafle him 


out of it: And let the World know how dull a Tool a 


Huſband is, compar d with that triumphant thing a Wile, 
3 . 
TRUMAN. 

But Mr. Good vile, Madam, h Wit, and fo good an 
Opinion of it too. 

Mrs. GOODPYILE. 

Tis that ſhal! be his Ruin: Were he a Fool, he were 
not worth the Trouble of deceiving. | 
| W of my Soul, proceed * and proſper. 
But what muſt be my Fart? 

Mei. G00 DLE. 

To ſecure Ma/agene. That il-natar'd Villain has be- 
ppointed by Goedvile chief Inſtrument 
in the Diſcovery. 1 nee” ng h to ſell his 
Soul to buy off a beating : He never told Truth enough 


to be believ'd once ſo long as he lives. Get him but is 
your Power, and he ſhall. own more Villanies than ever 


were in his Thoughts to commit, or the Neceſity of 


our Affair can invent to put upon him. 
TRUM AN 
And I'll be ſure of him, or may I never taſte thoſe 
Lips again, but be condemn'd to caſt Miſtreſſes in the 
Side-Box at the Play-houſe, or what is worſe, take up 


with a Sempſtreſs, and drudge for Cuffs and Cravats. 


Enter MAL AGE NE, 


Mrs. GOODFYILE. 
. Here he comes! 
| TRUMAN. 
o Monſieur Malagene, welcome 
MAL AGENE. 
Jack Truman, your humble Servant, 


T RU. 
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TRUMAN. 
| Whither fo faſt, I beſcech you, Sir ! a Word with you, 
a Word with you. 
MALAGENE. 7 
Why, can I doany thing for thee ? Haſt thou any Buk- 
nefs for me ? Pr'ythee what is it? 
TRUMAN. 
Sir, you muſt lye for me. | 
| MALAGENE, 
Ha, ha, ha. 1s that all ? 


| TRUMAN. 
Nay, Sir, you 


muſt. 
MALAGENE. 

Any thing in a civil Way or fo, Jack: but nothing 
upon Compulſion, Lad: PLE ING RES 
upon Compulſion, now. 

Then Sir, to be brief, this is the used Goodvile 1 
hear has been inform'd by you of what paſt in the Garden 
laſt, Night ; how durſt you be ſo impudent as to pry into 
my Secrets, where I was concern'd ? 

Mare 

Why look you, Fack, — en. dh ns 

tural Inclination which I have 
TRUMAN. 


To pimping. 14488 
* MALAGENE. + 

Conſound me, Jack, thou art much in the right: I be- 

lieve thou art a Witch. I knew as well Man 


TRUMAN. 
What did you know ? 
MALAGENE. 
Why, I knew thee to be an arch W 


Fellow : ah Rogue, pr ches kiſs me: 


of Humour. 

; TRUMAN. 2 
No, Sir; 1 dare not ule you fo like Friend, you 
— 


EY WR 
— 


M 4- 
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| MAL AGENE. 
Look you, Jack, the Truth of the Buſineſs is, I am 

beſpoke : "Bat the Love I have to ee the Bure go for 


ward may pe me to mach. 
TRUMAN. + 
„ entirely eo difown and abjure 


all the Intelligence you gave Goodwile, or promiſe to 
that where-ever next I meet you, I'll cut your 
Throat upon the ſpot. 
MAL AGENE. 
But hark you, Fack, how ſhall I come off with the 
Buſineſs ? I ſhall be kick'd and us d very ſcurvily : For 
the truth is, I did tell 
TRUMAN. 
What did you tell? 
MALAGENS. 
Why, toll him, you Knave. I won't tell, you little 
cunning Cur, I eld him all, den. 


TRUMAN. 
All, Sir. hm 
. 4 
Ay, hang me like a Dog, all. But, Madam, yon 
muſt pardon me, there was not a Word of it true. 
TRUMAN. 
And what do you think to do with yourſelf? 


MALAGENE. 

Do? why Tl deny it all again Man, every 
as impudently as ever I at firſt affirm'd it: May 
kick me, and beat me, and uſe me like a Dog, 
—— That's nothing, nothing at all, Man, I do not value 


Word of it, 
be he'll 
Man 


it this, „ 
3 TAU AAN. 

Aud this Sir, you'll fland to, 

MALAGENE. 


If I do not, hang me up for @ Sign at a Bandy-Houſe 


Door: In the mean time III and 
Lanpoon, which 1 am E, ay 
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TRUMAN. 
Nay, Sir, you are not to flir from me. 


Emer Lirrie. 
JJ 
Oh, Madam, ſhift for if, Madam YiFeriafent 
eng fo 
pretends to come a Maſquerader. 
| MALAGENE. 
Well, fince it muſt be fo, I'll deny all indeed ; what 
an excellent Fellow might I have been? Some Men now 
with my Stock of Honeſty, and a little more Gravicy, 
Would have made a Fortune. Well, I have been a lazy 
— and never knew till now that I was fit for Buk- 


Mr. GOODFILE. 
Mr. Geodvile in ſay you? 


PETTICA - 
Yes, Madam, and two Women with him ; Madam, 


are now 
Auen 


they come: Now this Throw for all my future 
Peace. Who waits there ? 


Enter Sun vants. 
GOODPILE. 
you'll excuſe this Freedom. 
Ars. GOODPILE. 
t. 2 


en 
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that theſe Noble Perſons of Quality have honour'd me 
with their Preſence : Let the Fiddles be ready, and fee 
the Banquet prepar d: and let Mr. Truman come to me 
inſtantly ; I cannot live a Minute, a Moment without him. 


_. COOQDFYILE.:* 

Delicate Devil ! 
| Mrs. GOODPILE. 
Sir! let me beg your Patience for a Moment, whilſt 


I go and put things in order fit for your Reception. 


[Exit 
* 600 DLE. 
Footmen l take care that the Eagines which I have 
order d be ready when I call for em. Truman, I ſee, 
is a Man of punctual Aſſignation; and my Wife is a 
Perſon very adroit at theſe Matters : ſome hot brain'd, 
Horu- mad Cuckold now would be for cutting of Throats, 
but I am reſolv'd to turn a civil, ſober, diſcreet Perſon, 
and hate Blood-ſhed: No, I'll manage the Matter fo 
temperately, that ll catch her in his very Arms, then 
civilly diſcard her Bag and Baggage, whilſt yo my dainty 
Doxies take poſſeſſion of her Privileges, and enter the 
Aenne 
i WOMAN. 
And ſhall I keep my Coach, Mr. Goedvik ? 

GOODFILE 
Ax, and fix, my lovely Rampant. Nay, thou ſhalt 
every Morning ſwoop the Exchange in Triumph, to ſee 
what gaudy Bauble thou canſt firſt grow fond of: and 
after Noon at the Theatre exalted in a Box, give Audi- 
ence to ev'ry trim amorous twiring Fop of the Corner, 
that comes thither to make a Noiſe, hear no Play, and 
ſhow himſelf; thou ſhalt, my Bona Roba. 

2 WOMAN. 
But Mr. Goodvite, what ſhall I do then ? 
GOODYVILE. 

Oh thou ! thou ſhalt be my more oo * qo 


n. my neceftuy Sin; manage ll the Aﬀai 
of 
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of my Eſtate and Family, ride ap and down in my own 
Coach attended by my own Footmen; noſe my Wiſe where. 
e'er yon meet, and if I had any, breed up my Children. 
Oh, what a delicous Life will this be ! 

: I WOMAN. 

Hear you, Sir ; the Fiddles ? (Fiddle without, 
oh. EE 1 
— 6 ao 
Enter Tauuan, Mes. Goopvilte, Cara, Sans, 
Lady Spinnen, CANILLA, with Fiddle, a Letter. 


Mr. GOODFILE. 


| all good Company y 
my Houſe, + tar and ll Fredom wr your. 
CAPER. 


 $MAUNTER © 
"th nts, toldara, (Fc. Ah Madam, what do you 
wear a Maſque for? Have you never a Noſe, or but one 
Eye? Let me ſee how you are furniſh'd?  — 


2 WOMAN. 
Sir, addon dos. aber — 
y me. 
-GOODPYILE. 


$0; fare this maſt — 
Mi. GOODFILE. 
Day might this be ! but he is melancholy and forlory in 
the Country, ſummoning in bis Tenants and their Rents, 
that ſhining Pelf that maſt ſapportme in my Pleaſures. 
_ - GOODFYIES. 
Te ho thes, Madeny + kind efitandan 5 
9 dA 
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Mr. GOODYILE. 
Oh, the moſt indulgent Creature in the World ! what 
Husband but he, Mr. Truman, would have ſo 
withdrawn and left me Miſtreſs of ſuch Freedom ? To 
ſpend my Days in Triumph 28 1 do, to dacrice myſelf, 
my Soul, and all my Senſe to you, the Lord of all my 
Joys, my Conquer ent patient 
| CIMILL 4 
Heav'ns, Madam, you'll provoke him beyond all Fe- 


tience. 

Mr. GOODFYILE. 

Who, Mr. Goodvile / e way Wall & roach: his 
Knowledge? no, we'll be as ſecret 
| TRUMAN. 

As we are happy. —̃ ell ave 
Joys, that Envy or Malice, nay the very Husband bim- 
ſelf and Malageze to boot, well hir d to the Buſineſs, fall 


nCeer diſcover us. 
Ars. GOOD#FILE. 


Oh diſcover us! = Husband l 
deed as jealous as be has Reaſon, 1 could no more ap- 
TOY WR InG Toe Lian. 
This 1 is can no 
98 Madam ? {He nnmacks. 
Mrs. GOODVILE. 
Oh a Ghoſt ! a Ghoſt ! ſave me, ſave me. Mr. Fra- 
man, ſee ſee Mr. Goodvile's Spirit: Sure ſome baſe Vil- 
lain has murder'd him, and his angry Ghoſt has come 
to revenge it on me. | 
«GOODFYILE. 
No, Madam, fear nothing. Lam a very dunkles Gob- 
tin, tho you ae a little ſhock'sd at the tight 2s me. 
CH. SQK- 
Ha, ha, ha. Goodwile return d? Dear Frank / 
SLHLUNTER. 
| Honeſt Geodvile, thou ſpeſt, dear Soul, we are free there 
wr 6 OD. 


oy < 
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.  GCOODPILE. 
1 fer you are, Gentlemen, und ſhall take an Opporto- | 
nity to return the Favour. Footmen be ready. + 2 
I. GOODFILE 
really Mr. Geodwile then? let me receive him 


Well, Madam, and for your Ser of Fools here ; to what | 
Purpoſe have you decreed them in this new 
Model of your Family ? I hope you have not deſigu d 
em for yonr own U 3 

Mn. GOODFYILE. 

Why, Sir, methinks you ſhould not 
comb or two to paſs away the time wi 
taken your dearer Converſation from me. 

| GOODFYILE. 
No, Madam, I underſtand your Diet better : a Fool is 
too ſquob and tender a Bit for your fierce Appetite : you 
are for a ſubſtaatial Diſh, a Man of Heat and Honour, 


ne Gen 


duch as Mr. Trans I know is, and I doube not will 


"_— TRUMAN. | af 

Ay, Sir, whenever you'll demand it. | Hon 
. GOODFILE. | 

Nay, Sirs, no quazrelling, I beſeech you; what would 


you be at, Sir? | 
 GOODVTLE.”. 
At reſt, Madam, like an honeſt Sail farink up my 


Ho 202 my Shell, and if poſſible hold a quiet P 
4a _ ie. ieee £7 32865 87 POE 70 .; 


oſ- 


P +: 
oy 
E. 
= 
2 : 
1 
4 - 
£ 
' 
7 4 
8 


yon in bis Arms, rolling and 
4ike- Fireball at his Heart ? * Oh what an indulgent 


Days in Triumph as you 
Soul, and Senſe to him, , the Lord of all your Joys, you 
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Mr. GOODFILE. © 
I hope I . OI Gd your 


Quiet, Sir. 


- GOODPILE. 
Nothing, Madam, nothing in the leaſt 3 how is it poſ- | 


Able that any thing ſhould diturd me ? a Sot, a Beetle, 
2 Droan of a Husband, a mere Utenſil, a Block for you 


to faſhion all your Falſhood on, whilſt I muſt ill be 


eſs bear my Office, and never be diſturb'd, I—— 


Mrs. GOODFILE. 

So, now your Heart is opening; and for your Eaſe 
I'll give A little Vent myſelf: You are jealous, alas ! 
Jealous of Traman, are you? _ 

GOODPMFILE. 
And I have no Reaſon, Madam, tho' I come and catch 


* Creature's Mr. Goedvile / fo ſeaſonably to withdraw 
and leave you Miſtreſs of ſuch Freedom: To ſpend your 


do, to ſacrifice yourſelf, your 


Conqueror and Protector. 


Mrs. GOODVYILE. 
T am glad to find my Plot fo well ſucceed : I knew of 


your Jealouſy laſt Night, knew too your Journey out of 


Town was but a Pretence, in hope to return and ſur- 
prize me with Truman. I was inform'd too of your Re- 
turn but now, and your Diſguiſe ; I knew you through it 
Chon ce 5 ar yorgend entre SaRed het Foad- 
neſs to Truman before your Face. * was all the Re- 


venge I had within my Fower.. 


-GOODPYILE. 1 
dun yen deny your being with Tramas in the Garden 


laſt Night ? were you not there ſo openly, eee 
ee Fools might ſee ? | K 


: eee De. 


| What Fool ? Whaz Villain have you, daresaccuſs me 


GOOD- 
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600971. 
ore who tho! he rarely ed Han before, will be 
to it now ; Malagenr, Kinſman Ali, 4 

hopeful Branch of your own Stock. 
TRUMAN. 
Tue Raſcal dares not own it. 
| COODMYILE. 
But he ſhall Sir, tho” you protedt him. 
TRUMAN. 
"Twas balely done to fet a Spy pon your Friend, after 
the Trick you had play'd me with YVideria. * I 
GOODPYILE. 
Baſely done 


a” TRUMAN. 
Yes, baſely, Sir 


Death, 9294 
you Iye, Sir 
a Sword by my Side ? 

CAPER. 
Nay, look you, Frank; you had better be patient. 
Here ſhall be nothing done, therefore pray put up. 


Enter Valin rinnt. 


oy JF ALENTINA. .. 
| What, again quarrelling ? Goedvile, this muſt not be. 
Truman is my Friend, and if he has done you wrong; 
I'll engage ſhall make you Satisfaction. 
SAUNTER. 

Ay, ay, pr ythee Man, take ſome other time, and 
don't quarrel now and ſpoil good Company. | 
Death! you dancing, talking mettled, frikiong Rogves, 
ſtandoff! Oh I had forgot=—Footmen, n 


ute Foor ut un 5 


nes take may den Medes hal ib Neben 
upon em as I order d: * [T hey ſeize them. 
F; CAPER. 
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CIPER... 
. Nay, Fran! what's all this for ? 
$SLJdUNTER. 
Nay; Goodwile, prythee now, as I hope to live. 
Enter MAL AGEZANH . 
GOODFEFLE © 
Away with em [Ex. with Caper and e Now 
for Ma/agenc——Oh, here he comes, Madam, who will 
refreſh your Memory ; ſpeak Sir, as you tender Life and 
Eimb, whom did you ſee together = Ge Vac. laft 
Night? 


MAL 40 EXE. 
Ha! — no body. 
GOODPFFLE. 
Were not Truman and my Wife there, to your Know- 
tedge, privately ? 
MALAGENE. 
Ha, lia, ha Child! no, 
| COODFILLE. 
Did you nattell — l 
in the Grotto together? | 
1 MAL LGENE. 
0. 


GOODMYILE. 
Hell and Devils ! this Fellow has 0 
al, and inſtructed to abuſe me. This is all-Contrurance, 
a ſtudy'd Scene to fool me of my Reaſon. 


Enter FOOT AAN. 


Tere, take him hence and harneſs him with the other two, 
till he confeſs the Truth. 
M. GOODPFILE. 

." He that wor go, touch him who dares. * 
then be forc'd and tortur'd to accuſe me falſly ? Ah, 
Mr. Goodwile, how have I deſerv'd this at your hands ? 
Let not my good Name be raviſh'd from me: if you 
have refolv'd to break my Heart, kill me now quickly, 
and put me Out of pain [Mal. runs away. 
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GOODFPFILE. 
here is that ſhall yet Convince fce 


enough left, bluſh. 

Reads. . 
Snow of it, that [ may wait on you' and tell you the reft of 
ary Heart. For you do not know bw mach I love you yet. 

Truman + 
Mr. GOODFILE. 
Death and Deſtruſtion! it was all my own Contrivance ; 
madded with your Jealouſy, I fought all ways to vex 
I counterſcited it with my own Hand, and left it 
in a Place where you might be ſure to find it. To con- 
vince you farther, ſee here a Caution ſeat me juft before 
by one whom you have truſted and lov'd too much for 
my Quiet: Peruſe it, and when you have done; confide? 
how you have uſed me, and bow I have deferv'd it. Oh! 
[Gioe: Viltguls Lerter. 
GOODFTLE. 

Reads. Journey out of N- & Preteneo——reurn 
and /urprize-——bilicyes by this Diſcovery —Your Servant 
2 8 has the betray d 

Soria, me? nay then, I pronounce 
there is no Truft not Faith in the Sex. By 


3 Hoey ST ng 

J ſhall take care to trouble you no more, bat wil 

you nay be bay Gn IE yet 
_  GOODFILE. 
Stay, Madam. 


7 4 1 
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Mr. G00 DIL E. 

No, Sir, IU be gone; I will not ſtay a Moment longer; 
inhuman, cruel, falſe Traitor! Wert thou now languiſh- 
ing on thy Knees, proſtrate at my Feet, ready to grow 
mad with thy own Guilt, I would not ſibp nor turn my 


Face to fave thee from Deſpair. 
GOODPyYILE. 


Mr. GOODFILE. 


You ſhall. 


For what ? 
 GOODFYILE. - 
To Jet the World ſee how mach a Fool | can be. art 
thou innocent ? | 
Mr. GOODPILE. | 
By my Love I am; I never wrong'd you; but you 
have undone me, ruin'd my Fame and Quiet. What 
Mouth will not be full of my Diſhonour ? Henceforth let 
all my Sex remember me, when they'd upbraid Man- 
kind for Baſeneſs: Oh, that I could diſſemble longer with 
you, that I might to your Torment perſuade you fill 


. 


Exit in a Rage. 
GOODPMFILE. 1 | 


'Get thee in then, and talk to me no more; there's 
ſomething in thy Face will make a Fool of me; and 
there's a Devil in this Buſineſs, which yet I cannot diſ- 
cover. Truman, if thou haſt enjoyed her, I beg thee keep 
it cloſe, and if it be poſlible let us yet be Friends, 

TRUMAN. 

*Tis not my Fault if we be Foes. 

GOODPILE. 

But now to my Fools; bring 'em forth, and let us ſee 
how their new Equipage becomes em. Oh dear Yalentine 
how does the fair Canis 

 FALENTINE. 
Faith Sir, ſhe and I have been diſpatching a willing 


Affair this Mornin call'd Matrimony. 
— Ce 
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"GOODPFILE. phe 

Marry'd! nay, then there is aw excl yer, thar 
thow art fallen into the Su alles“ logk to her 
keep her as ſecret as thou wou'dſt 'a Marder hadſt thou 
committed one: malen 


| has Beauty enough to corrupt him. 
Enter Carts SAUuN Ta, their Hand! u Grbiiit 


'em, Fools Caps on their Heads. — 
ty'd up, and Saunter gagy . 


See here theſe how like themſelves they look. 
Now, you paultry Vermin, you Rats that run ſqueaking 
from Houſe to Houſe, up and down the Town ; that no 
Man can eat his Bread in quiet for you: Take warning 
of what you feel, and come not near theſe Doors 
on peril of Hanging. Here, er them of An 
Puniſhment, and fee em forth the Gates. 
Enter Lady SqQuranisn, Sir NonLs cu. | 
and VicTORIA. | 


Lal $QUBAMISHL 
Oh Gallants, your humble Servant. Dear Me. de 


vile, be pleas'd my Kinſman, Sir Noble, Joy-: 
2 marry your Couſin 


FViforia, whom now I muſt be to call my Relation, 
fince ſhe has r 
CLUMSEYT. 


Ay Sir, I am marry'd, and will be drunk again oy 
before Night, as ſimply as I ſtand here. 
GOODYILE 
Abt. ee ton ay thn in pn of | 


Mis fortune 
This Day A be Dy of Tabilee./ 
| Good People all that my ſad Fortune 1 
1 beg you tale warning here by me ; 
8 — 
Eſpecially you gay young marry'd Blade 
| Bewase and heed your Wie from Ball and ee. 


13 Ex. Omiice* 


n 
EPILOGUE. 


= * 8. K by Mrs. 


7 ELL, Siri, if now my Spouſe and [ fbould part, 
| To which hind Critic ball I give my Heart :? 
* Stay, let me lock, not one in all the Place 
But has a ſcurvy froward damning Face. 
Hawe you reſoly'd then on the Poet's Fall ? 
Go ze ilbnatur'd, ugly Devils all. 
The mary Spark; I know this Play will curſe 
For the Wiſts /ake ; but ſome of em have wwor/e. 
Peet's themſelyer their own ill luci have avrought, 
Tes ner had learnt, had not their Quarrels taught. 
But at in the diſturbance of a State, 
Each faltions Maggot think of growing great - 
Ss avhen the Pons firfl bad jarring Fits, | 
Tau all fet up for Critichs and for Wits : 
Then flrait there came, wbich coff your Mothers Pains 
Song: and Lampoons in Liters from your Brains : 
L, like ſpmrrious Bratt, ran uf and down, 
lich their dull Parents were aſham'd to own ; 
But wented 'em in others Names like Whores 
That lay their Baftard: down at hongft Doorr. 
. For ſhame leave off this bigling way of Wit, 
Railing abroad ard roaring in the Put. 
Let Potts dive in Peace, in Quiet writs, 
Zi may they all to puniſh you unite; 
Fein in one Force to fludy to abu/e ye, 
Mut reach your en Miſſer bow to uſe ye. 
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 Quem recitas meus off, O Fidentine, libellus; 
Sed mal: cum recitas incipit gi tuns, 
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Have often. (during this Play's being 
"mn; in the Preſs) been importun'd for d 


I ſuppoſe, 
- * 8988 
m in- 


dication of the C 7 vou, 
Mr. Bentley, I will as briefly as I can ſpeak 
my Mind upon that Occaſion, which you may 
be pleas'd to accept of, both as a Dedication. 
to yourſelf, and next as a-Preface to the Book. 


And I am not a little that it has 
happen'd into my II ts to be the firſt 
who in theſe latter Years has made an Epiſtle 
Deen t0 his Stationar: It is « Conde 
ment as reaſonable as it is juſt. For, Mr. 
l pay honeſtly for the Copy ; and 
1 — 

and may be probably welcome ; when to 4 
Perſon of « higher Rank and Order, It looks: 


DEDICATION. 


like an Obligation for Praiſes, which he knows 
he does not deſerve, and therefore is very un- 
willing to part with ready Money for. 


As to the Vindication of this Comedy, be- 


tween. Friends and Acquaintance, I believe 
it is poſſible, that as much may be ſaid in 
its behalf, as heretofore has been for a great 
many others. But of all the apiſh Qualities 
about me, I have not that of nd of 
my own Iſſue; nay, I muſt conſeſs myſelf a 
very unnatural Parent, for when it 1s once 
brought into the World, e' en let the Brat 
ſhift for itſelf, I ſay. 
This is, Mr. Bentley, all I ſhall ſay in be- 
Half of my Play: Wherefore I throw it into 
your Arms; make the beſt of it you can; 
pri e it to your Cuſtomers ; ſell Ten Thou- 
of 8 if poſſible, and then 9 
Paas Wiſhes of 


ru Friend and Servant, 


Tuo. Orwar. 


| 


P R 0 L 0 GU r. 


By the Lord FALKLAND. 


Jaken Dames, with %% concern, ref 
On their inconflant Heroes cold negled, 
ban wwe (prev by this ungrateful Age) 

Hear the bard Fate of our abandon'd Stage ; 
With Grief we fee you ravifſ#d from our Arm, 
And curſe the feeble Virtue of our Charms : 

Curſe your falſe Hearts, for none „ falſe aus they, 
427 0h the ew er ACE 
Remember, faithle/t Friends, thire was a tim,” 
{ But eb the ſad ef our Prime 1) 
I ben to our Arms with eager Joys ye flew, 
And aud bali your treac/veus Hearts as true 
A. Cer was Mul of ours to one 
N. —＋⏑ eye) 
r N 
A 1. aggro | 

She's bath your Loves, and any 1 77. 

The ſaireff Pralate of ber Time, and 
. ry 99. 
A juft Excuſe for your Inconflancy. 

Tet 2. 
Firſt to betray with Love, and then undo, 


A harrid Crime y are all addifed to. 

Too ſoon, alas! your Appetites are cley d, 
And Phillis rules =o mere, when once enjoy'd: 
But all raſh Oaths of Love and Conflancy, 
With the tos. bort forgotten Flag dic: 
Abi fbe, poor Soul, robb'd of ber deareff Eaſe, 
Still drudges on, with ain Defire to pleaſe ; 


P R OL O G U E. 


And reftle; follows you from place to place, 
For Tributes due to her Autumnal Face.” 
Deſerted thus by fuch ungrateful Men, 
How can we hope you'll Ger return agen 
Herts no new Charm to tempt ye as before, 

Wit now's our only Treaſure left in flore, 
And that's a Coin wwill paſy wwith you no more: 

You who ſuch dreadful Bullies would appear, 


(True Bullies! quiet when ther; Danger near ) 
Sheqv your great Souls, in damning Poets here 


Dramatis Perſonae. 


M E N. 
Captain Beavgard, 


Courtine, 

Sir Davy Dunce, 
Sir Jolly th Tumble, 
Feurbin, a Servant to Braugard, 
Bloody - Bones, 
| Fermin, a Servant to Sir Davy, 


WOMEN. 


Lady. Dunce, 
Sytvis, 
Maid. 


A Conſtable and Watch, 
SCENE, LONDON. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
Enter BEAUGARD, COunRTINE, and FOURBIN. 


340641. | 
Po Fortune ! Thou art always teazing 
72 58 T3 me about Fortune: thou riſeſt in a Morn. 
Ving with ill luck in thy Mouth; nay, never 
eateſt a Dinner, but thou ſigheſt two Hours 


I 29 where to get the 
next. Fortune be damn'd ſince the World's fo wide. 
COURTINE. 

As wide as it is, tis ſo throng'? and cramm'd with 
Knaves and Fools, that an honeſt Man can hardly get a 


living in it. 


after it, with thinki 


PEAUGARD. 
Do, rail, Courtine, do: it may get thee Employment. 
COUR IINE. 
At you I ought to rail; 'twas Nin 
Employment abroad, to come home and be loyal: and 
pow we as loyally ſtarve for it. 


138 The Sor bizx's For run. 


Cavaliers got ſuch a Trick of it in the King's Exile, that 
their Poſterity could never thrive fince. 


COURTINE, 
 'Tisa fine Equipage I am like to be redac'd t0;T ſhall be 
ere long as greafy as an Alſatian Bully; this flopping 
_ pinn'd up on one fide, with a fandy weather-beaten 

Peruque, dirty Linen, and to complete the Figure, a long 
ſcandalous Iron Sword jarring at my Heels ; * 
8B FEAMAUGARD. 
Snarling, thou meaneſt, like its Maſter. 
obi. 
My Companion's the worthy Knight of the moſt Noble 
Order of the Poſt: Your 8 Philoſophers of the 
Temple-walks, Rogues in Rags, and yet not honeſt ; Vil- 
lains that undervalue Damnation, ſtill foriwear themſc] ves 
for a Dinner, and hang their Fathers for half a Crown. 
| BEAUGARD. 
Jari aſham'd to hear a Soldier talk of Starving. 

COURTINE. 

Why, what ſhall I do? I can't ſtea 

BEAUGARD. 

Tho” thou canſt not teal, thou haſt other Vices enough 
for any induſtrious Fellow to live comfortably upon. 


» COURTINAB. | 
What wouldſt thou have me turn Raſcal, and run 
cheating up and down the Town for a Livelihood? I would 


no more keep a Blockhead company, and endure his 


nauſeous Nonſenſe in hopes to get him, than I would be 
a Drudge to an old Woman with rheumatic Eyes, hol- 
low Teeth, and ſtinking Breath, for a Penſion: Of all 
Rogues I would not be a Foolmonger. 
BEAUGARD. 

How well this iced becomes thes ! Ii faie foe thee 
Sen turn Parſon in a Pet, o'purpoſe to rail at all thoſe 
Vices which I know thou naturally art fond of. Why 
ſurely an old Lady's Penſion need not be ſo deſpicable in 


the Eyes of a diſbanded Officer, as times Friend. 
e 1 BY "COUR- 


ft a 


+4 ww — 
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COURTINE, 

Kita Beaugard, you think io. 

BEAUGARD. 

Why thou ſhalt think ſo too, Man z be rul'd by me, 
and I'll bring thee into good Company, Families, Cour- 
tine, Families, and ſuch Families, where Formality's a 
Scandal, and Pleaſure is the Buſineſs; where the Women 
are all wanton, and the Men are all witty, you Rogue. 
COURTINE. 

What ſome of your Worſhip's Wapping Acquaintance, 
that you made laſt time you came over for Recruits, and 
ſpirited away your Landlady Daughter a Volunteering 
with you into France. 

BEAUGARD. 

111 bring thee, Courtine, where Cuckoldom's in credit, 
and Leudneſs laudable, where thou ſhalt wallow in 
Pleaſures and Preferments, revel all Day, and every Night 
lie in the Arms of melting Beauty, ſweet as Roſes, and 
as Springs refreſhirg. 
COURTINE. 
 Pr'ythee don't talk thus; I had rather thou would tell 
me where new Levies are to be ra d: a Pox of Whores, 
when a Man has not Money to make em comfortable 

BEAUGARD. 

That ſhall ſhower upon ns in abundance; and for 
inſtance, know to thy everlaſting Amarement, all this 
dropt out of the Clouds to-day ! 

COURTINE. 

Ha! Gold by this Light! — 

FOURBINMN. 
Out of the Cloud 
BEAUGARD. 

Ay, Gold! does it not ſmell of the fiveer Hand that 
ſent it? ſmell — ſmell you [Ts Fourbin. 
{ Fourbin /mell; te the handful of Gold, and gathers wp 

ſame pieces in bis Mouth. 
Fa FOUR- 
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FOURBIN. 


Truly, Sir, of heav'nly Sweetneſs, and very refreſhing. 


COURTINE. 

Dear Beaugard, if thou haſt any good Nature in thee; 
if thou wouldſt not have me hang myſelf before my time, 
tell me where the Devil haunts that helpt thee to this, 
that I may go make a Bargain with him preſently : Speak, 
ſpeak, or I am a loſt Man, 

| BEAUGARD. 

Why thou muſt know this Devil, which I have given 
my Soul to already, and muſt I ſuppoſe have my Body 
very ſpeedily, lives I know not where, and may for ought 
I know be a real Devil ; but if-it be, 'tis the beſt natur'd 
Devil under Beclzebu#s Dominion, that I'll ſwear to. 

 COURTINE. 

But how came the Gold, then? 

BEAUGARD. 
Too deal freely with my Friend, I am lately happen'd 
into the Acquaintance of a very Reverend Pimp, as fine 
a diſcreet, ſober, grey-bearded old Gentleman as one 
would wiſh, as good a natur'd public-ſpirited Perſon as 
the Nation holds; one that is never ſo happy as when he 
is bringing good People together, and promoting civil 


Underſtanding betwixt the Sexes: Nay, rather than want 


Employment, he will go from one end of the Town 
to Yother, to procure my Lord's little Dog to be civil to 
my Lady's little languiſhing Bitch. 
| COURTINE. 
A very worthy Member of the Commonwealth! 
BEAUGARD. 
This noble Perſon one Day — but Fourbin can give you 
2 more particular Account of the matter. Sweet Sir, if 
you pleaſe tell us the Story of the firſt Encounter betwixt 
you and Sir Jolly Jumble; you muſt know that's his Title. 
FOURSSES. 
Sir, it ſhall be done — Walking one Day upon the 
Piazza about three of the Clock i th. Afternoon, to get 
| me 


1 
f 
4 
t 
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me a Stomach to my Dinner, I chanc'd to encounter 
a Perſon of goodly Preſence, and worthy » his 
Beard and Hair white, grave and comely, his Countenance 
ruddy, plump, ſmooth and chearful : who me 
alſo equipt, as I am, with a Mein and Air which might 
well inform him I was a Perſon of no inconſiderable 
lity, came very reſpectfully up to me, and after the 
Ceremonies between Perſons of Parts and Breeding had 
paſt, very humbly enquir'd of me what it was o'Clock— 
I preſently underſtood by the Queſtion, that he was a 
Man of Parts and Buſineſs, I CIT 
at moſt but nicely turn'd of three. 
BEAUGARD. 
Very Court-like, civil, quaint, and new, I think. 
FOURBIN. 

The freedom of Commerce encreakng, after ſome 
little inconſiderable Queſtions pour paſſe ie tmp, and fo, 
he was pleas'd to offer me the courteſy of a Glaſs of Wine: 
I told him I very feldom drank, but if he fo pleas d, I 
would do myſelf the Honour to preſent him with a Diſh 
of Meat at an Eating-Houſe hard by, where I had an 


Intereſt. 

COURTINE 
Very well: I think this Squire of thine, Braugard, is 
as accompliſh'd a Perſon as any of the Employment I 


BEAUGARD. 


and went together: As ſoon 
as we entered the Jun your moit humble Servant 
Sir, ſays hel am the — of your Vaſſals, Sir, 
ſaid I-—I am very happy in lighting into the Acquain- 
tance of ſo worthy a Gentleman as you appear to be, 
Sir, ſaid he Worthy, Sir Jelh, then came I up- 
on him again on t'other fide (for you muſt know by that 


time I grop'd on his Title) I kiſs Hands ſrom the 
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Bottom of my Heart, which I ſhall be always Teady to 
lay at your Feet. 
„eee 
Well, Fourbin, and what reply'd the Knight then? 
FOURBINE.' 

Nothing, he had nothing to ſay ; his Senſe was tranſ- 
ported with admiration of my Parts: fo we fat down, 
and after ſome pauſe, he defired to know by what Title 
he was 8 the Perſon that had fo highly ho- 


noured him. 
BEAUGARD... 
That is as much as to ſay, Sir, whoſe Raſcal you were. 
FOURBIN. 


Sir you may make as bold with your poor Slave as 
you pleaſe I told him thoſe that knew me well 
were pleas'd to call me the Chevalier Fourbin, that | was 
a Cadet of that antient Family the Fourboneis ; and that 
I had the Honour of ſerving the great Monarch of France 
in his Wars in Flanders, where I contrafted t Fami- 
liarity and Intimacy with a gallant Officer of the Fg? 
Troops in that Service, one Captain Braugard. 

BEAUGARD. 


Oh, Sir, you did me too much Honour. What a true- 


bred Rogue's this ! 
COURTINE. 


Well, but the Money, Fourbin, the Money. 
FOURBIN. 

Beaugard, hum Beaugard ſays he —ay it muſt be ſo, 
— black Man, is he not ?——ay, ſays I, blackiſh— 
u dark brown rfull fac'd yes fly ſubtle 
obſerving Eye? the ſame——a ſtrong · built well-made 
Man? right — a deviliſh Fellow for a Wench, 
a deviliſh Fellow for a Wench, I warrant him ; a thander- 
ing Rogue upon occaſion, Beaugard / a thundring Fellow 
for a Wench, 1 muſt be acquainted with him. 

COURTINE. 

But to the Money, the Money, Man, that's the thing 
I would be acquainted withal. 

B E AU- 
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BEAUGARD. 

This civil Gentleman of the Chevalicr's 
comes yeſterday Morning to my Lodging, ſary erm my 
Picture in Miniature upon the Toilet, told me with the 
greateſt Ecſtaſy in the World, that was the thing he came 
to me about : He told me there was a Lady of his Ac- 
r had ſome favourable Thoughts of me, and 
I gad, ſays he, ſhe's a Hummer; ſuch a Bona Reba ha, 
ha, ha. So without more ado begs me to lend it him 


BEAUGARD. 
At Lecket's we met again: where after a thouſand Gri- 


maces to ſhew how much he was pleaſed, inftead of my 
Picture, preſents me with the Contents aforeſaid ; and 
told me the Lady defir'd me to accept of em for the 
Picture, which ſhe was much tranſported withal, as wel! 


as with the Original. 
COURTINE. 
Ha ! 


BEAUGARD. © 

Now, whereabouts this taking Quality lies in me, the 
Devil take me, Ned, if I know: ECARD NEIL 
Fates“ 


COURTINE. 


Scoundrels. 
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BEAUGARD. | 


Leave off thy railing for ſhame, it looks like a Cur 
that barks for want of Bones. Come, Times may mend, - 


and an honeſt Soldier be in faſhion again—— 
COURTINE. 
Theſe greaſy, fat, unwieldly wheezing Rogues that 
live at home, and brood over their Bags, when a Fit of 
Fear's upon em, then if one of us paſs but by, all the 


Family is ready at the Door to cry, Heavens bleſs you, 


Sir, the Laird go along with you. 
BEAUGARD. ® 
Ah good Men, what pity 'tis ſuch proper Gentlemen 
ſhould ever be out of Employment. | 
e 


But when the Buſineſs is over, then every Pariſh Baud 
that goes but to a Conventicle twice a Week, and pays 


but Scot and Lot to the Pariſh, ſhall roar out, Fough, ye 
louſy Red-Coat Rake-hells ! hout, ye Caterpillars, ye Lo- 
cuſts of the Nation ; you are the Dogs that would enſlave 
us all, plunder our Shops, and raviſh our Daughters, ye 


 BEAUGARD, 
I muſt confeſs raviſhing ought to be regulated, it would 
deſtroy Commerce, and many a good ſober Matron 


about this Town might loſe the ſelling of her Daughter. 
- Maidenhead, which were a great Grievance to the Peo- 


ple, and a particular Branch of Property loſt. Feurbin. 
FOURBIN. | 


; Vour Worſhip's Pleaſure ? 


#7 BEAUGARD. 
Run like a Rogue as you are, and try to find Sir 70, 


and deſire him to meet me at the Blue-Poffs in the Hay- 


market about Twelve ; we'll dine together : I muſt inquire 
farther into Yeſterday's Adventure; in the mean time, 


Nea, here's half the Prize to be doing withal ; old Friends 
muſt preſerve Correſpondence ; we have ſhar d good 
Fortune together, and bad ſhall never part us. 


COUR- 


i #f = ww ©: 
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COURTINX. 
Well, chou wilt certainly die in a Ditch for this: Haſt 
thou no more Grace than to be a true Friend? nay, o 
part with thy Money to thy Friend? I grant you, a 
Gentleman may ſwear and lye for his Friend, pomp for his 
„ ns HIRE 
with ready Money is the Devil. 
BEAUGARD. 
Stand afide, either I am miſtaken, or yonder's Sir 
Jh coming rn 


| bf Knighthood. Ah Sir Jolly 
Enter Sir Joly JumBL 


Sir Jh JUMBLE. 

My Hero! my Darling ! my Ganymed:e! how doſt thou? 
Strong! wanton ! luſty ! rampant ! hab, ah, ah! She's 
thine, Boy, odd he's thine, plump, folt, fmooth, 
wanton ! hah, ah, ab! Ah ! ah '! here's 
Shoulders, here's Shape . here's 

a Leg, here's a Leg Qua-a-a-4-2. 

[Squeats like a Cat and tickles Beaugard's Legr. 
| COURTINE. 
What an old Goat's this ? 

Sir Joly FUMBLE. 

Child, Child, Child, who's that? a Friend of thine ? 
a Friend o' thine? A pretty Fellow, odd a very pretty 
Fellow, and a ſtrong Dog I'll warrant him. How dot 
do, dear Heart? pry'thee let me kiſs thee, I'll fear and 
1 ati 6 
Toad, oh Toa- a- a- ad 

BEAUGARD. 

But the Lady, Sir Jolly, that Lady, how does the 

Lady, what ſays the Lady, Sir Jolly ? 


L D h 
What ſays the ſays —odd the 
e fo 
blub; I fancy I ama eating Cherries every time Ithink owe; 
Vor. II. G and 
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and for her Neck and Breaſts, and her odds Life; 


IU fay no more, not a Word more, but 1 know, I 


2 


BEAUGARD. 


I am forry for that with all my Heart; do — 
ſay you, Sir, and would you put off your SS Dow, 


your Offal upon me ? 

. Sir Folly FUMBLE. 

" Hoſh, huſh, huſh ! have a care; as I live and breathe, 
not I; alack and well-a-day, 1am a poor old Fellow, 
decay'd and undone : Alls gone 
but my good Nature; odd 1 love to know how Matters 
go tho' now and then, to ſee a pretty Wench and a young 
Fellow .tquze and rouze and froze and mouze ; odd [ 
lore a young Fellow dearly, faith dearl/ 

| COURTINE. | 
- This is the moſt extraordinary Rogue I ever met wh 
B EAU GARD. . 


with me, Gentlemen, 


Bot Sir Jolly in the firſt place, . 


leapt Sever $028 
| Sir Fall JUMBLE.. : 
„ Mey not have thee,” Man, I am a Bachelor my- 


ſelf, and have been a Whore-Maſter all my Life ; be- 
ſides ſhe's married” already Man, her huſband's an old 


gtealy, untoward, ill-natur'd, ſlovenly, ANN 


Ire but plaguy jealous. 
| BEAUGARD, 
_ Alroady a Cuckold, Sir Folly. 
4 Sir foly FUMBLE. 


No, that ſhall be; my Boy, thou ſhalt make him one, 


and I'll pimp for thee, dear Heart; and ſhan't I hold 
the Daor, mat J peep ? hab, ſhang I, SI m— 
little Dog, ſhan't I? 

BEAUGARD. 
What is't. Rags grant, to oblige my Patron? 


a i FUMBLE. 


"Abt" then dot 


Tas 


z 


ou Ry ee Lower ol 
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Houſe, ſhe lives the very next Door, Man, there's but a 
Wall to part her Chamber and thine ; and then for a per- 
Hole, odds fiſh I have a peep-Hole for _y * Fl 
8 I'll ſhew thee ——= 

But when, Sir 7 7 lam in bade, 
| Why this 


Sir Joly FUMBLE, 
very Night, Man ; poor Rogue's in 
pountlegess HOON | 
.. 1: 4 @ URTINDE 
| The matter ? | 


4 JUMBLE. 


Shan't we dine 
| LUCAS. 
With all my Heart. 
| S Joly JUMBLE, 
The Maw to empty, get get you before, and ſpeak 
Dinacr = the Blue. Paſo whis'T fty beliad and —_ 
n 
COURTINE. | 
Be ſure that they be lewd, drunken, ſtripping Whores, 
Sir Jelly, that won't be affeftedly ſqueamiſh and troubleſom. 
Sir Jelly JUMBLE, : 


I warrant you. 

COURTINE. 

I love awell dikiplin'd Whore that ſhews all the Tricks 
of her Proſeſſion with a Wink, like an old Soldicr that 
underſtands all his Exerciſe by beat of Drum. 

UMBLE. 

Ah Thief, 66 hor 61-1 md ho bats 
with that Fellow ; he has a notable Noſe, a hard brawny 
Carle—true and truſty, and Mettle Ill warrant him, 

 SBFEAUGARD. , 
| Ee us? | 
| N FUMBLE. 
Pal yo! am 1 6 Ki . hrk ye, Boy: mg 


=, 


148 The Sor Dpiza's Fox run. 
this Evening ſacha Regiment of rampant, roaring, royſte- 
rous Whores, that ſhall make more noiſe than if all the Cats 
in th: Hay-Markerwere in ConjunRtion: Whores ye Rogues 
that ſhall ſwear with you, drink with you, talk baudy with 
you, Gght with you, ſcratch with you, lie with you, and goto 
the Devil with you. Shan't we be very merry, hab! 
| £2797 GOPRETTINE 
As merry as Wine, Women and Wickednefscan make us. 
Sir Toll JUMBLE © 
Odd that's well ſaid again, very well faid ; as merry ay 1 
Wine, Women and Wickednefs can make us: I love a "of 
Fellow that's very wicked dearly ; methinks there's a 0 
Spirit in him, there's a fort of tantara rara ; tantara rara, 
r 


1 BULLY. 
In the Name of Satan, what Whores are thoſe in their 


Copper trim, yonder ? 


i WHORE. 
_ Well, Fi} Guear, Madam, "tis the fineſt Evening : I love 


the mightily. 
liſa 2 BULLY. 


Let's huzza the Bulkers. 
2 WHORE. 


Really, and fo do 1; becauſe there's always good Com- 
Mr 
3 BULLY. 1 
Danm'd Wheres, hout ye filthies. 
3 WHORE. 

Ay. and then I love extremely to ſhew myſelf here, 
when I am very fine, to vex thoſe poor Devils that call 
themſelves Virtuous, and are very ſcandaloys and. crapiſh, 
Fil wear; O _ rg -5 Sir Jolly Jumble, 


big 1 BULLY 


The Soivizn's Foa run z. 149 


ei. 
Fogh ! ler's leave the naſty been to Fools and Difiaſes, 
i WHORE. 


Oh ape. Papa | where have you been theſe two Days, 


naughty Dady, you. 


3 Trl TUMBLE: 

Dead, my poor odd I had rather all the Re- 
lations I have were dead, a Dad I had : Get you goons 
lictle Pen Bubbless oh Lav there's Bubble?" Gns 


the Marquis, the Lord knows what, Menges Courtine, 
newly come to Town, odds fo. | 
WHORE. 
Oh Law, where bs aner Oh Gian, « Land 
i WHORE. 
Lr 


Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
I wont tell you, you 4 


ſo I won't—excepe you 
rr 
mn 
i1iFHORE, _ 
nana at 
8 3 0 
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2 WHORE. | 
Shan's 1 bein love wit him, Dady? ?: 
22 JUMBLE. | 
What no body tic me ! no body tickle me ? not yet 
1 Mally—tickle me a little, Irm do. 
He he, he, he, he, he- Icy rickle biz.) No more, oh 
dear, n is, no more, nay, if 
3 WHORE. * 
| What will you 8 row? w 
Sir Jolly FUMBLE. 
Come: along with mis, come along with me, ſneak 
e a diſtance, that no body take notice: ſwinging 
Fellows, Maly ſwinging Fellows, Jenny, a deviliſn der 


S 3 get you afore then you little Dipdappers ye 
„ ye Wagtails, on gone; I fay ſwingin 
Fellow ber, , fol Jolly, 0/25 the Wherer 
Euer Lay Dyxct and SyLvii. 

Lad DUN... 

Die a Maid, 1 fy, for ſhame | what a Randa- 
lous Reſolution's that? five thouſand Pounds to your Por- 
* tion, and leave it all to Hoſpitals, ſor the innocent Re- 
in eee i fy for ſhame! 
SLA. 

| Indeed ſuch another charming Animal as your Con- 
1 Sir Davy, might do much with me; 'tis an un- 
ſpeakable Bleſling to lie all Night by a Horſe-load of Pi- 
eaſes ; a beaſtly, unſavory, old groaning, grunting wheaz- 
ing Wretch, that ſmells of the Grave he is going to al- 
ready. From ſuch a Curſe, — 


Thou miſtakeſt the de of a Husdand, Sylvie. They 
© are nat meant for Bedfellows ; heretofore indeed tuns a 
fulſom Faſhion, to lie o Nights with a Huſband ; but 
the World's * Cuſtom's alter d. 9 20 


—— 
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3 SYLF IA 
* Pray inflruf\ me then what the vie of » Huobaod in., 
L DUNCE. | 
| Inſlead of a Gentleman Uſher for Ceremonies fake 
to be in waiting on (et Days, and particular Occaſions ; 
but the Friend, Coulin, is the jewel unvaluable. " 
| | $SYLFYI 4: 
' But, Sir Davy, Madam, will be diffcul: to be fo go- 
vern'd ; R FAC? 084. PROP 
lo be blinded: 58 
DUNCE. 


So.muck the better ; of all, the jcalous Fool is eaſieſt 
to. be deceiv'd; For obſerve, where there's 
's always Fondnefs ; which. if a Woman, as the 
ought to do, will make the right uſe of, a Huband's 
Fears ſhall not fo awake him on one fide, np 
Rel Wan ip en OO 
u you Figes of een 4 wing Doble! 
your | a 
he fo very fond of you? 
Lal DUNCE. 
No, but he has n 
fond of him ; and if he be jealous, tis not fo much for 
fear I do abuſe, as that in time I may, and therefore im. 
poſes this Confinement on me ; tho' he has other Diver- 
tiſements that take him of from my Enjoyment,' which 
ne 
ae 
His private Divertiſements I am a $ 
Lag DUNGE.. 
Then for his Perſon tis icomparably odious ; he has 
ſuch a Breath, one Kiſs of him were enough to cure the 
Fits of the Mother, tis worſe than {fa Fatida.. . , 
STLY1A. 
On hideous! _ 
Lady DUNCE. 
| Br ing dts he es a Linh Gy 


ad 


tranger to- 


# « o £ 
"+ , 
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is unwholeſom ; and to make him more charming, be's 


continually eating of Garlic and chewing Tobacco. | 


8127174. 
Fogh ! this is Love! this is the Blefling of Matrimony, 
Lady DUNCE. 

Rail not ſo unreaſonably againſt Love, Su,. AsT 
have dealt freely, and acknow! to thee the Paſſion 
F have for Beaugard, ſo methinks, Sykvia need not con- 
cal ber good Thoughts of her Friend. Do not I know 
Courtine ſticks in thy Stomach. 

STLYI MA. 

If he does II affure you he ſhall never get to my Heart. 
But can you have the Conſcience to love another Man 
mann NPI Runs 


Lady DUNCE, © 

I tell thee, Sy/via, I was never married to that Engine 
we have been talking of ; my Parents indeed made me 
ny ſomething to him after « Prieff ance, but my Heart 
went not along with my Tongue. [ mitted nde hat 
it was: for my Thoughts, Syn, for theſe ſeven Years 
have been much — — Carſe 
on the Day chm firſt ſent him into France! 
| Md © 4 © als 

Why fo, I deſeech you ? 

lah DUNCE. 

Had he ſtay' d here, I had not been facrificed to the 
Arms of this Monument of Man, for the Bed of Death 
could not be more cold, than his has been : he would 
have deliver'd me from the Monſter, for even then I lov'd 
him, and was apt to think my Kindneſs not negleQed. 

SYLYI A. 
I find indeed your Ladyſhip has good Thoughts of him. 
L DUNCE. 
'tis impoſſible to think too well of him, for he 


| of you? 


has Wit enough to call his Good-nature in queſtion, and 


Se enough to make his Wit ert., a 
A | SYLV1 2. 
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81117214. 

a ono me oe Ge ons 
Dey Watchfulneſs. is invincible. 1 dare fivear he wou'd. 
ſwell out a Rival if he were in the Houſe, only by na- 
tural laſtiaR, as ſome that always ſweat when a Cat's in the 
——— — Ng 
thing the old Gentleman, you keen loves dearly. 

La DUNCE. 

There lies the Comfort of my uneaſy Life ; 
he is one of thoſe Fools forſooth, that are led by the 
Noſe by Knaves who rail againſt the King and the Go- 
vernment, and is mightily ford of being thought of a 
Party. I have had hopes this Twelve-month to have 
heard of his being in the Gate-Houſe for Treaſon. 
SYLYIA. 

But J find only yourſelf the Priſoner alt this while. 

preſent indeed $1 er # I hope will 

Ar | am ©; ortune 
ſinile, would thou but be my Friend, Sylvie. 

817714. 
nnn, in 
DUNCE. 
The Concluſion, may turn to Satiafuce 
tion ; but have you no of ” 
SYTLFYI A. 
Not I, I'll aſſure you, Couſin. 
Lady DUNCS. 

You don't think dum well-hay', oight and ror 
portionable ? 1 
3 
Conkdering be eats but once „ e, d Man is 


well enough. 


DUNCE. 


And es h niet Gn yo han, 
and like a horrid Sloven. 
| 3571714 
3 
red 
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| red Coat, which his Taylor duns him for to this Day, over 

which a great broad greaſy Buff-Belt, enough to turn ahy 

ones Stomach but a diſbanded Soldier; a Peruke ty'd up 

in a Knot, to excuſe its want of Combing ; and then 

becauſe he has been a Man at Arms, he muſt wear two 

— —— — wn 

upon, anne 

L DUN CE. 

: Nays now lea face thee chow loves him.” 
SYLFI1A. 

q fon it, that 1 proteſt eternallyagainſt the wholeSex. 

i Las DUNCE. 

7 ; That Time wil bet demontraze, bem while ge 


our B 
S LY 14. 
* DUNCE. 
7 Tonight mat 1 ſee Beaugard, | they are this minute 
at Dinner in the Hey-market ; .now to make my evil Ger 
nius, that haunts me every where, my thing call'd a Hus- 
band, himſelf to afliit his . at a dead lift, I 
think would not be unpleaſant. 
; 11:0 Xhb FAG 
*= will be iwpoſiible, | | 
La DUNC "oP 
I am apt to be perſuaded rather very eafy ; you kgow 
our good and friend) y Neighbour, Sir Jelly Dunce. 
* F SYLHI A... 
'Dat on "Kim Beaſt, he's always talking klthily to 
body ; if he fits but at the Table wich one, ben 
making naſty Figures in the Napkins.. 
Lal DUNCE. | 
He and my ſweet-Yoke-bellow are the moſt i intimate 
_ Friends in the World; fo that partly out of neighbourly 
* Kindnebs, as well as the great delight be takes to be 
wedling with matters, of this nature, with a great deal 
. Fairs ne procyx'd me e- 


* ture, 


W 
. N . 4 
» Ver * 4 r A © © Ba AE a 064. ATE pe; Q Wa 442 1250 tid ab A 
AGEOR «teen CS 7 4 WS,» S Ay: ee ev i Ae es 1 
: » _ 
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ture, and given him to underſtand how well a Friend of 
his jp Fexpconts,, call d myſelf, wiſhes him. 82 

A 
But what's all this to the making the Huſband inſtru- 
mental? for I mull conſeſꝭ of all. Creatures a Huſband's 
the thing that's odious to me. 
. DUNCKA. .t 
That muſt be done this Night : I'll inflanly to my 
Chamber, take my Bed in a Pet, and fend for Sir Davy. 
£ 8FELPFIM. 
But which way then muſt the 1 8 — 
L DUNCE. 
nn 
he ſent me, and beg of him as he tenders his own Ho- 
nour, and my Quiet, to take ſome courſe to ſecure me 
rr 
1 Aa. 
And ſo make him the Property, the Go between, to 
bring the a n 
L DUNCE. © 
'tis the beſt Office a Hausband can do 


Right, leis, 


a Wife; I mean an old Huſband ; bleſs us, to be yok d 
Dorrel, 


in Wedlock with a coughing 
to be a dry Nurſe all ones liſe-tiwe to an old Child of 
ſocty-hve, to lie by the Image of Death a whole Night, 
a dull Immoveable, that has no Senſe of Life but thro”+ 
its Pains; the Pi as happy that's laid to a fick Man's 
Feet, when the World has — overt W. 
this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer. - 
Cut bo ihe — nay doubly curſt, 
Of her that wedded Age for Intereſt firſt; 
" Tho' worn with Years, with fruitleſs Wiſhes fall, 
Tis all Day troubleſom, and all Night dul. L 
Who wed with Fools indeed lead happy Lire, ö 
Fools are the fitteſt fineſt for Wives; oF 
Yet old Men Profit ools bring Eaſe, 
ali ac eh 


els. 
"=" - 0 EY 


1s The Sonn Ferres. 
Ac H. SCENE I. 


Enter Sir Jolly June, eesti 
2 Founrnin, 


COURTINE. 
IR hh is the Glory of the Age. 
Sir Jah FUMBLE. 
Nay, now Sir,. you honour me too far, 
BEAUGARD. 
He's (ho Page of the young, and Wonder of "BY 


Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
OI you make me bluſh. 


COURTINE. 
He: deſerves a Stague in Gold, at the charge of the- 


Kingdom. 
Sir i FUMBLE. 

„Out upon't, fy for I proteſt Il have your 
Company if you talk ſo; but faith they were Whores, 
daintily datiful Strumpete, ha | udde-bud, bey d have 
ſwipt ſor t'other Bottle, 
BEAUGARD. 

Truly, Sir Toll, you we a Man of very 
— under bner Command in, 


Dear, N 6 
Sir FOLLY, 


Sad as Simple as I Rand here, her Father was a Knight. 
BEA * 


The Sori Fon rung. 157 
1 a Knight fay you? 
TUMBLE. 
* n II aſſure you ſhe's a very 
good Gentlewoman born. 
COURTINE 
Ay, and a very good Gentlewoman bred. wo. 
Sir Joly JUMBLE. 
Ay. and fo ſhe is. 
BEAUGARD. 
But Sir Jolly, how goes my Buſineſs forward ? when, 
al] ee RES Ge 
Sin Joly TUMBLE. 
Ah, my little Son of Thunder, if then held toni. then 
Arms now between a pair of Sheets, and I under the Bed. 
to ſee fair Play, Boyz Gemini! what wou'd become of 
Wr 
oh lawd, I under the Bed 
BEAUGARD. 
Or behind the Hangings, Sir p, would. not that 


do as well ? 
Sir Joly JUMBLS. 
Oh no, under the Bed againſt the World, and then. it. 
would be very dark, hah 
BEAUGARD,,, 
Dark to chaſe | 
Cir Folh TUMBLE. 
No, bur «te LOKI I NS hl 


ring Lamp, juſt enough for me to fieal a peep by; oh 


lamentable ! oh lamentable, I won't ſpeak a Word more; 


there would be a Trick! O rare! you Friend, O race! odd fo,. 
not a Word more, odds fo. Yonder comes the Monſter that 


maſt be the Cuckold ele; top, Rep aſide, and obſerve him: 


Ii I. ſhov'd be ſeen. in your Company, 'twould' ſpoil all. 
BEAUGARD. 


For my part, I'll and the meeting of him; one way to 
io * | pros 
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to promote a good Underſtanding wich a Wife, is ern to 


get acquainted with her Husband. 
4 Eater Sir Davy Dunce. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 


Well, of all Bleſſings ae Wike is the greateſt that 
can light upon a Man of Years : Had I been married to any 
thing but an Angel now, what a Beaſt had I been by thi; 
time? Well, I am the happieſt old Fool! "Tis a horrid 
Age that we live in, ſo that an honeſt Man can keep no- 
thing to himſelf: If you have a good Eftate, every cove; 
tous Rogue is longing for't, (truly I love a good Eſtate 
dearly myſelf!) if you have a handſom Wife, every ſmooth 
fac'd Coxcomb will be combing and cocking at her: Fleſh 
Flies are not ſo troubleſom to the Shambles, as thoſe fort 
of Inſects are to the Boxes in the Play-houſe. But Virtue 
is a great Bleſſing, an unvaluable Freaſure, to tell me 
herſelf that a Villain had tempted her, and give me the 
very Picture, the Inchantment that he ſent to bewitch her, 
it ſtrikes me dumb with admiration : Here's the Villain in 
EHigy. [Pull out the Piaure.) Odd a very handſom Fel- 
low, a dangerous Rogue, I'll warrant bim: Such Fel- 
Jows as theſe now ſhould be fetter'd like unruly Colts, that 
they may not leap into other Mens paſtures. Here's a, 
Noſe now, I could find in my Heart to cut it off; damn'd 
Dog, * dare to preſume to make a Cuckold of a Knight ! 
Bleſs us! what will this World come to! Well, poor Sir 
Day, down, down upon thy Knees, and thank the Stars 
for thy Deliverance. | 


BEAUGARD. x. at 
- *Sdeath! what's that I ſee ? ſure tis the very Picture 
which I fent by Sir Jolly; if fo, by this Light I am damn- 


abl jilted. >. 
4 Sir Davy DUNCE. Lan 
But now ii 
BEAUGARD. 
. Surely he does not ſee us yet, rt. 
| FOUR, 


7e Solis Foa ruNEL 1994 
_FGOCURBIN. 


See you; Sir, why he has but one Eye, and we are on 
2 Tu dumb-ſound him. 


(Strikes bins om the Sies 
Sir + DUNCE. 

Who the Devil's this? „Sir, Sir, re 
BEAUGAR * 


Ay. are Nis the; fames nom — oft mane 
Adventures : 'Sdeath, I'll go beat the impertinent Pimp 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

Sir, methinks you are very curious. 
BEAUGARD. 

Sir, perhaps I have an extraordinary reaſun to be . 
Sir DUNCE. 

And perhaps, Sir, I care not for you, nar your Rea- 


, 


ſon neither. 


1 2 BEAUGARD. 
Sir, if you are at leiſure, I would beg the Honour to 
wich you. 


3 


ar bee bel. 

With me, Sir? what's your Buſineſs with we) 
BEAUGARD. 

? woold not willingly be croublelaw, tho? it may be 1 

am ſo at this dime. ; 

Sir Dew DUNCE. 

It ma y be ſa too, Sir, 0 
BEAUGARD. 

Ja bs, Jaw worthy a Perſon as you are 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Smooth Rogue, who the Devil is this Fellow ? [464k 
But Sir, pO to nominate Buſineſs, vir, I 
deſire with w you can to know your Buſineſs, 

6— | 7 1 


— rr Teo tr et 8 o 
* 
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BEAUGARD. 

AL e e waters 
inform my ſelf, n 
your Hand ; methinks it is a very fine Pai 

Sir Daw: DU NCE. 

Picture, Friend; Picture . ». 
very impudent Fellow, they call him Captain Beaugard 
forſooth, but he is in ſhort a Rake-hell, a poor louſy, | 
D Devil y do youTubtfiin, Prinnd3u. 

BEAUGARD. 

T think I have heard of ſuch a Vagabond : the truth 
on 't is, he is a very impudent Fellow. | 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Ay, a damn'd Rogue. 

BEAUGARD; 

Oh a notorious Scoundrel. 

Sir Davy DUNCE. | 
I expe& to hear he's hang d by the next Sefſions. 

| Feen 

The woch on't js, he has deſerv'd it long ago; bat did 
you ever ſee him, Sir Davy 

Sir Day DUNCE. 
Sir does he know me ? LA lui. 
BEAUGARD. 
Becauſe I fancy that Miniature is very much like him. 

Pray Sir, whence had it you ?—— 

Sir Da DUNCE 

Had it, Friend ? had it! whence had it 1—bled ur; 
[ Compares the Picture twith Beaugard'; Face 
what have I done now ? this is the very Traitor himſelf , 
if be thould be deſperate now, and put his Sword in my 
Guts !=—ſlitting my Noſe will be as bad as that. I have 
but one Eye left neither,. and. may be——Oh but this is 
the King's Court, odd that's well remember'd, he dares 
not bat be civil here: * [Afide. 


Whence had it you? Lanes ot 
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KO BEAUGARD. 
Ay, Sir, whence had it you? that's % in wy 
Country, Sir. 
| Sir Dow DUNCE, " 
Go, Sir, you are a Raſcal, 
| . BEAUGARD. 
: Sir De D UNC. 
Sir, I ay you are a Rakal, if you go w 
BEAUGARD. 
Sir, 1 am a Gentleman and a Soldier. 
So much the worſe, s have been Cuckold- makers 
may be tome Sir, did 1 never fee 


Heath in dirty Petticonta, and cry'd lm 3 1 
knew a of Foot that was familiar with one of | 
them ll Night» Dich, and fancy Nm x Woman, 
but the Devil is powerfol. 

BEAUGARD. 

In ſhort, you worthy Villain of Worſhip, that PiQture 
is mine, and I muſt have it, or I ſhall make un Opports- 
vity to kick your Worſhip moſt inhomanly. 

Sir Doty DUNCE. 


Kick, Sir. 
 BEAUGARD. 
Ay, Sir, kick, tis a Recreation I can ſhew you. 
Sir DUNCE. © 


Sir, I am a free · horn died of Fag/and, and there 
are Laws look you, there are Laws; das. 


bottoti of my Heart. 


9 n 1 . 1 * p 
e gfe ns et! t ; 
: vo — 
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.. 9 2 * 


„ as 


224 ·. AE. 

Hark you, Friend. hayeryou-not a Wife ? 

Sir Davy. DUNE. 

I have a Lady, Sir—ob,” and ſhe's mightily taken with 
this Picture of yours; ſhe was ſo mightily proud of it. ſhe 
could not forbear ſhewing it me, and * too who it 
was. ſent it her. LV 

BEAUGARD. 
And has ſhe been long b. ve pie 


Trade for any _ | 
bd "DUDE. .- - 

Tudel homph, humph, Na ? what Trade ? Friend. 
. BEAUGARD. 
e use Lade Mae e Catterwaui- 
ire g in jeſt, putting out Chriſtian Colours, when ſhe's a 

urk under Deck: A curſe upon all honeſt Women in 
the Fleſh, that are Whores in the Spirit. | 

Sir Dew DUNCE. _ 

Poor Devil, how he tails, ha, ha, ha: AE. 
Soul, 2s I told you there are Laws, there are 
Laws, but thoſe are things not worthy your Confideration: 


| Beauty's your Buſineſs. But, dear Vagabond, trouble thy- 


If no further about my 8 let my Doxy reſt in 
eace, ſhe's Meat for thy 
Belly full of 1 
T—. 7 & 7 Bow 

© Sir, 1 wiſh all your noble Family hang fm we 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Moreover Captain Swath, IT muſt tell you my Wife is 
an honeſt Woman, of a Virtuous D. ſpoſition, one that I 
have lov'd from her Infancy, and ſhe deſerves it by her 
faithful dealing in this Affair, for that ſhe has diſcover'd 


only n e ache Deg 4 w 


and my H 
5 my Honour. ine Los 


aſter, old Boy; I have my 


— 
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fb 4.A 4 £3.04 1 
= = Reg ONCE 

Tir lese but werp for Joys ws tial how Ki 

py I am in a fincere, faithful, and Yoke-fellow. 

- She charg'd me too to tell you into the Bargain, that ſhe 

„ 


BEAUGARD. 


4 


— 


Sir Dey DUNCE. with 
And that 'tis her Deſire, that you would trouble your- 
ſelf no more about the matter, — 


85408419. 
a RAY | DUNCE. | 
x: N. 2 . 
| Bu berefrngd dee your wit ck bu. 
tion as becomes a Gentleman, 3 | 
n . n 1 
on be ſure, moſt exatly! - "4 tool i 
Sir - DUNCE. 
Ard let her alone to make the beft uſe of thoſe innogent 
Freedoms I allow ber, wihout puntng her Kepataticn 


in hazard, | 
BEAUGARD. 
As how „I beſeech 


Sir de DUNG E: 
unſeaſonable 


* 


52 


By your impertinent and p AGGIE. | ,; 
BEAUGARD, 
22 me by a particular Com- 

4% Daw DUNCE. 

I Friend, I do; and the 
dear Heart, of ber good meaning 
p Words, I neither add” nor 
dealings my Mikrefs's Frien l. 


3, * 1 
i; Theſe were her 
for Plain- 


BEAU 
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BEdUGARD. 

Then all the Curſes { hall chink on this Twelve- month 
light on her, and as many mere on the next Fool that 
1 

b Daw DUNCE. © 
Well, certainly 1 1 am the happieſt Toad; how melan- 
choly the Monkey land. now? Poor Pug, hat thou loſt ber ? 

BEAUGARD. 

To be fo fordid a Jile, to berray me to ſuch a Beaſt as 
that! Can ſhe have any good Thoughts of ſuch a Swine ? 
Damn her, had ſhe abus'd me handſomly it had never 


vex's me. - 
| Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Now, Sir, with your Permiſion Il take my leave. 


BEAUGARD. 

Sir, if you were gone to the Devil, I ſhould think 
you very well diſpoled of. | 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

I you have any Letter, or other Commendation to 
the Lady tht wa fo churn with your Reſemblance 

there, it ſhall be very faithfolly convey 
1 1 


dir Daw DUNCE. 
Your humble Servant, Sir, I'm gone, I Mull diſturb 
you no further; your moſt humble Servant, Sir. [Exir. 


 8BREAUGARD. 
Now Poverty, — Tg fl ck neva 
the Head of thee ! Fourbin. 
FOURBIV. 
BEAUGARD. 
Thou haſt been an extraordinary Rogue in thy time. 
FOURBIN. 


Ibope ] have loſt nothing in your Honour's Service, Sir. 
Fg 314 U. 


. 
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| BEAUGARD. 
Find out ome way to revenge me on this old Raſcal, 
and if I do not make thee a Gentleman 
FOURBIN. 

That you —ͤ — — I thank 
my Pocket theſe two Months. 
BEAUGARD. 

Here, here's for thee to revel withal. : 
FOURBIN. 

Will your Honour pleaſe to have his Throat cut? | 
3244606418, " 

With all my Heart. 
FOURBSIN. 

Or would you have him decently hang'd at his own 
Door, and then give out to the World he did it himſelf 


BEAUGARD. 
That would do very well. 


FOURRIN. 
Or I think (to proceed with more t a good fale 
Jakes were a very pretty Expedient. ' 
BEAUGARD. 
Excellent, excellent, Four bin. 
FOURBIEN. 
Leave Matters to my Diſcretion, and if I do nov 


{ Exc. 
BEAUGA4RD. 

1 know thou wilts g gabe in yrolhay aud be 
famous. Now ere I dare venture to ut C 
will I go by myſelf, rail for an Hour or two, and ther be 
good Company. [ Exit. 

Emer Countiwr ew SYLYTA. 
STE ; 

Take my word, Sir, you had better give this Buſineſs 
over. I tell you, there's nothing in the World turn: my 
Stomach much as the Man, that Man that makes love 


to 
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to me. I never ſaw one of your Sex in my Life make 
Dubbo fone e like a A mu "Rh, tht [ 


bluſh'd for him. 
COURTINE. 

- I any afraid your Ladyſhip then is one of thoſe dang e- 
done Creatures they cell She-wits, who are always fo 
mightily taken with admiring Tv; that nothing 
elſe is worth their Notice. | 

+ $TLF1H 

Oh! who can be & dull not ts be gu with th 
boiſterous Mein of yours? that Air in your 
that ſeems to cry where-Cer — dn here 
comes the Captain: That Face, which bids defiance to 
the Weather. Bleſs us ! if I were a poor Farmer's Wife 
in the Country now, _—_— wanted Quarters, how 
would it fright me? But as I am young, not very ugly; 


| 


and one you never ſaw before, now loviegly it looks | 


upon me 
COURTINE. 

„Ws ens forbeat w ſigh, look pale und languith, Ae 
Beauty and Wit unite both their Forces to enflave Heart 
ſo tractable as mine is? Firſt, for the modiſh Swim of 
your Body, the victorious Motion of your Arms and 
Head, the toſs of your Fan, the ing of the Eyes; 
bleſs us! If I were a dainty fine dreft Coxcomb, with a 
great Eſtate, and a little or no Wit, Vanity in abundance 
and good for nothing, how. would they melt and ſoften 
me but . —— 2 
enough to be your Sport, nor rich enough to your 
— CE NNee 
; STLVIIA. 


Alas, alas what pity tis your Honeſty „ 


do you hurt, or your Wit ſpoil your Preferment ? 
COURTINE. 


„bes much, fair Lady, aa that your Beanty oed make 


W or your Virtue provoke Scandal. 
" FF&FISC 
© The more I look, the more I'm in love with you. 
2 COUR- 


GEES 


: 
E 
5 
I 
2 
1 
XN 


ſieur Captain. 
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COURTINE. 
mne, IEENS 

STLFI A. 
How my Heart ſwells when I fee you! 


How my Stomach riſcy when [ am near you! 


STLFI1A. 
Nay, then let's 
COURTINE. 
With all my Heart 3 what? 


. 2 Ta: : 
Not to fall in love with each other, I aſfre you, Mo 


COURTINE. + 

But to hate one another conſtantly and cordially. 

_- TTL” | 

Always when you are drunk, 1 defre you to talk 

ſcandalouſly of me. x 1 
COURTINE. 

Ay, and when I am fober too; in return whereof, 
whene'er you ſce a Coquet of your — 4 and I 
ren 
brance, and rail at. me as if you lov'd me. 

SAS 

— · ns be I 
defire you to humph, put out your Tongue, make ugly 
Mouths, laugh aloud, and look back at me. 

COURTING  —> owl 

Which if I chance 0 do, be ſure at next Turning to 

pick up ſome taudry fluttering Fop of another 
STL 
2 I made Acquaintance wo at the Muſick- 


'COUR TINE.. 
eker 


1882 1711 
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ene 
. Hearkoing to all the bitter things I can fay to be re- 
venged. 

COURTINE. 


Whilſt the dull Rogue dare not fo much as 
to oblige you, for fo ting bem fri 


out of his waiting. | 
SYLYIL 4. 


Counterfeit your Letters from me. 
COURTINE, 
And you to be even with me for the Scandal, publiſſi 


to all the World I offer'd to marry 
STLIFIA. 


Oh hideous Marriage ! 
COURTINE. 


Horrid, horrid, Marriage ! 
STLYIA. 


Name, name no more of it. 
COURTINE. 
At that fad Word let's part. 
| | SYLYILA. a. 


_- Let's with all Men decrepid, dull and filly, 
COURTINE. 
And every Woman old and ugly. 


STI. 
— 


Farewel! 
Enter a young Fellow . dub Buss 
Ah me, Mr. Frick / 

FRISK. 


Madamoi/elle Syhvia / ſincerely as I hope nM, 
che Devil take me, damn me, Madam, who's that? 
sn. 


I ha, hea. : ot hes. 
BB . C OUR 


COUR TINE. 
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COURTINE. 2 
True to | thy Failings always, Woman ! how naturally 
is the Sex fond of a Rogue! What a Monſter was that 
fbr a Woman to delight in? Now muſt I love her fill, 
tho' I know I'm a Blockhead for't, and ſhe'll uſe me like & 
 Blockhead too, if I don't prevent her. What's to be done ? 
I'll have three Whores a day, to keep Love out of myHead, 


Enter BuauGany. 
B-augard, well met again ? how go matters? handſomely! 
BEAUGARD. 
Oh, very handſomly ! bad you but ſeen how hand- 
ſomly I was us'd juſt now, you would ſwear ſo. I have 
heard thee rail in my time, wou'd thou wou dt exerciſe 


my Talent a little at preſent. 
COURTINE. 
At what? 
EEAUGARD, 


Why, canſt thou ever want a Subject? rail at ehyſelf, 
rail at me, 1 deſerve to be rail'd at: See there, what 
thinkeft thou of that Engine, that moving Lump of Fil- 
thineſs, miſcall'd a Man ? 


of clumſy Fellow „ Stage dref lr . 


COURTINE. 

Curſe on him for a Rogue, I know him. 
BEAUGARD. 

80. 
COURTINE.. 


The Raſcal was a Retailer of Ale but , and 
now he is an Officer and be hang d; 'ris a dainty Sight 
in a Morning to ſee him with his Toes turn'd in, drawing 
his Legs after him, at the head of a hundred luſty Fellows. 
Some honeſt Gentleman or other ſtays now, becauſe that 
Wm 


Vor. II. H 


Emer 
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Enter another gravely dreft. 
 BEAUGARD. 
There, there's another of my Acquaintance ; he was 
my Father's Footman not long ſince, and has pimp d for 
me oftner than he has pray d for himſelf ; that 
Quality recommended him to a Nobleman's Service, w 
together with flattering, fawning, lying, ſpying and in- 
forming, has rais'd him to an Imployment of Truſt and 
ion; tho' the Rogue can't write his Name, nor 
read his Neck-Verſe, if he had occaſion. 
_ _COURTINE, 
is as unreaſonable to expect a Man of Senſe ſhould 


be preferr'd, as 'tis to think a Hector can be ſiout, a 


* 


Prieſt religious, a fair Woman chaſte, or a pardon'd Re- 
bel loyal. 
Enter tauo more ſeeming earneſt in ”""— 


BEAUGARD. 

Tbat s ſeaſonably thought on: Look there, obſerve 
but that Fellow on the right band, 2 
buiet Face of the two, Til ef thee his 

COURTINE. 
 Thope hanging will be the end of his Hiſtory, ſo well 
I like him at the firſt ſight. 
BEAUGARD,. 

He was born a Vagabond, and. no Pariſh own'd dis; 
his Father was as obſcure as his Mother public ; every 
vey Cnow her, menen him. 

COURTINE. | 

' He comes of a very good: Family, Hear'n be prais di 

HS & AUG ARD. 

The firſt thing he choſe to riſe by, was Rebellion; 6 
x Rebel he grew, and flourilh'd a, Rebel, fought yu 
bis King, and helped co bring him to the Block. 

 _COURTINE, 

And was he not religious too ? 


BEAU- 


> 
1 


enough 
general Pardon. 


_ whilſt honeſt Men are 
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 BEAUGARD. 
- Moſt devoutly! He could pray till be cry d. and preach 
till he foam'd ; which excellent Talent made him popular, 
and at laſt preſerr'd him to be a worthy Member of that 


never-to-be- Rump Parliament. 

 _. COURTINSE. 

Pray, Sir, be uncover d at that, znd remember ie wich 

Reverence, | 
BEAUGARD. 


| In ſhort, he was a Committee - man, Sequeſtrator and 
Tn CS OI by which he got 
at the King's Returg to ſecure himſelf in the 


COURTINE. 

| Nauſeous Vermin! That ſuch a Swine, with the Mark 
of Rebellion in his Forehead, ſhould wallow in his Luxury, 
! 


| BEAUGARD. 
Thus forgiven, thus rais'd, and made thus happy, the 
ungrateful Slave diſowns the Hand that heal'd him, 


3 to affront his Muſter, and once more 


would rebel againſt che Head, which fo lately ſav d his 


from a Pole. | 
COURTINE, 
What a dreadful Beard and ſwinging Sword he wears. 
BEAUGARD. 


"Tis to keep his Cowardice in countenance; the Raſcal 
will endure kicking moſt temperately for all that ; I know 
five or fix more of the ſame ſtamp, that never come 
abroad without terrible long Spits their Gdes, with 
n 
But let the Villain be 

COURTINE. 
His Co-Rogue I have ſome knowledge of; he's a 
tatter d worm-caten Caſe-putter, ſome. call him Lawyer, 
one that takes it ill he is not made a 
| "m H 32 % 
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| BEAUGARD, 
Yes, „ repining that Men of Parts are not 


| COURTINE. 

i Ye hes » Goat Nat alter bs faQtious Clubs 
theſe ſeven Years, and now I ſuppoſe he is courting that 
worſhipful Raſcal to make him Recorder of ſome fac- 
ous Town. 

BEAUGARD. 

To teach Tallow-chandlers and Cheeſe-mongers how 
far they may rebel againſt their King, WO tf 
Magus Charts. 

F COURTINE. 


But, Friend Beaugard, methinks thou art very ſplenetick 
of a ſudden: how goes the Affair of Love forward? 
proſpe:ovſly, hah! 
| V 

Oh, I aſſure you molt triumphantly ; juſt now, you 
muſt know, I am parted with the throne, civil, inchanted 
_ s Husband, 

COURTINE. 

| Well, and what ſays the Cuckold? is he very kind and 

good - natur d, as Cuckolds uſe to be ? 
B EAU GARD. 

Why. he ſays, Courtine, in ſhort, that 1 am a very 
filly Fellow, (and truly I am very apt to believe him) 
and that I have been jilted in this Aﬀair moſt unconſcio- 
nably. A plague on all Pimps, I ſay, a Man's Buſineſs 
never thrives ſo well as when he is his own Sollicitor. 


1 Sir Folly JumBLE and a Bey. 


ir Joly FUMBLE. 
Hiſt, hiſt, 9 Capt. — 2 Boy. 
30 


Sir. 
Si Folh FUMBLE. 
Ron and get cue Chairs preſently; be ſure ag 7 


Lack; now or never, Captain; never if not now, Cap. 


and no body knows any thi 
body but 1; and I, you muſt K 


in Terra incogni 
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Chairs, Sirrah, do you hear? Here's Luck, here's 


tain! here's Luck. 
 _MFBEAUGARD. 


Sir Jelly, no more Adventures, ſweet Sir Je. I am 
like to have a very fine time on't truly. 

Sir Jolh TUMBLE. 

The beſt in the World, dear Dog, the very beſt in the 
World: 'Sbud ſhe's here hard by, Man, ſtays on purpoſe 
for thee finely diſguis d. The Cuckold has loſt her too z 
of the matter but I, ro _ 
,lam1], hab! and], 


Fou little Toad, hah! 

_  BEAUGARD. 

You are a very fine Gentleman. 

8 Ge JP UML. X 

The beſt-natur'd Fellow I believe in the World of my 

Years ! Now does my Heart fo thump for fear this buſineſs 

ſhould miſcarry : „Fl warrant thee the Lady is here 

Man, ſhe's all thy own ; tis thy own Fault if thou art not 

4 within this half hour: Come 

pr'ythee come along, fy for ſhame ; what, make a 
her longing ! Come along, I ay, you-——out up 

BEAUGARD. * 

Sir, your humble. I ſhan't fr. 

1 FUMBLE. 


What, not go 
| BEAUGARD. 
No, Sir; no Lady for me. | 
= * Sir Joly JUMABLE. 

Not go! I ſhould laugh at that, Faith. 

No, I will affure you, not go, Sir. 

Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
Away, you Wag, you jeſt; you jeſt, you Wag ; not 


go, uotqha : 
i”. | BEAU 
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BEAUGARD. 
No, Sir, not go I tell you; what the Devil would you 


have more ? 
Sir TUMBLE. 
aeg Be, but I'm a Gentleman, 
r 
With all wy Heart. 
4 Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
And do you think then that I'll be us'd thas ? 


11 BEAUGARD. 
Sir Fely FUMBLE. 
N een 1 
ſhall be diſgrac d for ever. . 
BEAUGARD. 
Et OO Sir Jolh. 
0 A 0b ZUMBLE. 
but you ſhall find you have wrong'd 


1 r and a fine Lady) 
I ſhall never be truſted again ! never have Employment 
more! I ſhall die of the Spleen— r ythee now be 
8 pr ythee be perſuaded; odd IU give thee 
this Ring, 1 "1 gins thee this Warch, u Gold, I'll give 
| thee any thing in the World, go. 
BEAUGARD. 
| Not one Foot, Sir. "> 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. e 

Now that I durſt but n 

fetch her to thee + what ſhall I do for thee ? p 


Enter Lady Duncs. 


Odds fiſh, here ſhe comes herſelf : Now you iN-nator'q 

Churl, now you Devil, look upon her; do but look 

10 what ſhall I Gay to her? 
 SEAUGARD. 


% 


i 
; 
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* N Sr JUMBLE. | 
'Tis a very ſtrange I db, tits 
Gentleman, that's he, tho' (as one may ſay) he's fome- 
thing baſhbul, bur I M tell him who you are. 0 ts 
Beavgard.] If thou art not more cruel} than Leopards, 
Lions, Tigers, Wolves, or Tarters, don't break my Heart, 
= | don't kill me; this Unkindae of thine goes to the Soul 
' of me. (Cane th Ln dun, he hp hey to pag 
the Excellence that ſhines from you. 
| Lay D UNCE. 
— this ? 


6 Yall FUMBLE. 
Art thog then refolv r 


inſenſible? haſt thou Eyes? haſt thou a Heart? haft thou 
any thing thou ſhould have ? Odd I'll tickle thee ; ger 
yoo to her, von Fool, get you to her, 10 her, w her, 10 


her, ha, ha, ha. 
| Lay DUNCHES. 
Have you forgot me, Braugard? 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 3 
do now, to her ; I fay, to her, to her und be 
hang'd. Ah Rogue! nh Rogue! now, now, have at het 
now have at her; there it goes, there it goes, H 


DUNCE. 
Methinks this Face not ſo much be alter d, as to 
be 


your 
FUMBLE. 

Canning Toad! w Jade! ye, ben fee now how 
by degrees ſhe'll draw him into the W of Love; 
now he leers upon her, mow he leers upon her. O law! 
— canis pub 1 maſt pinch tm by the 


Calf of. 
 S®FFOGARD. 
Madam, I muſt confeſs I do tementber that U bed dnce 


une with Face, whoſe Air and much 
, "= — — 


n 


3 
* 
3 
75 
7 
#4 
x 
I 


like what 1 is, the * 
e 
* 
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reſembled yours; and if I truſt my Heart, you are 
call'd Clarins. 8 

DUNCE. 


.. Clarinds I was 22 my ll Fortune wedded me ; 

Now you may have heard of me by another Title; your 

Friend there, I ſuppoſe, has made nothing a Secret to you. 
BEAUGARD. 

_And are you then that kind inchanted fair one, who 


was fo paſſionately i in love with my Picture, that you could 
not forbear betraying me to the Beaſt your Husband, and 
wrong the Paſſion of a Gentleman that languiſh'd for you, 
only to make your Monſter merry ? Hark you, Madam, 
| had your Fool been worth it, I had beaten him, and have 
+ Month's mind to be exerciſing my Parts that way upon 

your 418 pe- your Male-Bawd there. 


| ir N JUMBLE. 
Ah Lord! 41525 


| 's ſpoil'd again, all's ruin d, 1 
ſhall be undone Ga! Wh what the Devil is the 
matter now? ves dow © dana? ans us Ave 2 
committed ? [Alec 
La DUNCE. | 
And are you the paſſionate Adorer of our Sex, who 
cannot live a Week in London without loving? Are you 
the Spark that ſends your Picture up and down to long- 
ing Ladies, longing for a Pattern of your Perſon? 
ep] nenn cis nid td 
| Yes, Madam, when I receive ſo good Halages as thele 
are, [Shows the Gold,] that it ſhall be well us'd. Cou'd 

rinnen 
TT 6 


| Lay DUNCE  -—© 

Could you pitch apon no body but that wretched 

Woman, . b 
m r I I was born 


BEAW 


* 
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BEAUGARD. © 

Here, | here, Madam, I'll return you your Dirt, 1 
ſcorn your Wages, as I do your Service. 
DUNCEKE. 

Fy for Shame, what, refund? hee s noe like » fl 
dier to refund : "Keep, keep it to pay your Semitrels 
 withal. 212 i 
Sir UMBL 
His Semfireſs, 2281. 


what would I give to know that now | 
Loh DUNCE. 
There was a Ring too, which I ſent you this After 
noon ; if that fit not your Finger, you may diſpoſe of ig 
ſome other way, where it may give ao occaſion of Scam» 
dal, and you'll do well. 
BEAUGARD. | 


A Ring, Madam! 
DUNCE. 


A ſmall Trifle ; I ſappoſe — to 
Miniature. 


wm 
BEAUGARD. 


| BEAUGARD. 
as 1 hops is be ard, md upon the Ward of # 


Gentleman. 
DUNCE. 1 
Go, you wre « 5 ungrateful Brute; and trouble me 


no more. — 
8 BEAUGARD. 
Sir Jolly, Sir Jolly, Six Folly. - 
- Sir Jolh JUMBLE. 


Ah, thou Rebel! 
BEAUGARD. 
mn I. 


18 She Ser bras Fear er. 
ao Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
EE Hemp for your Honour Sup- 
— LL | 
BZSAUGCAIRD. 7 
l ut pr'ythee hear a liede Reaſon. 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 


done; I am aſham'd of you, I'll have no more to ſay to 

you, I'll never ſee your Face again, good b'w'y. 
| [Exit Sir Joly- 

BEAUGARD. 


 Denth and the Devi, what have wy Stars been doing 
to-day? a Ring! deliver'd by Sir Daww——what can 
that mean ? — Pox on her for a Jilt, ſhe lyes, and has a 
Wind to amuſe and laugh at me a day or two longer. 
Hiſt, here comes her Beaſt once more: I'll uſe him civilly 
3 what Diſcovery I can make. | 

— — — Davy Dunce. 


DUNCS. 
5 tent 


In troth | had like to have it Ha, ha, ha!— 
how damnable mad he'll be now, when 1 ſhall deliver 
Him his Ring again, ha, ha !—— Poor Dog, he'll hang 
himſelf at leaſt, ha, ha, ha /=———Paith, . a very prey 
Stone, and finely ſet: Humph | if I ſhould keep it now ? 
In ſay I have loft it: ere 
o purpoſe to vex him, ha, ha, ha. 

| BEAUGARD: 

+ D DUNCE. | n 
©Sir, 'tis you I was for, ha, ha, ha. What 
ſhall 1 fay to him now to Kim # .. 


BEAUOCARD.. 


Sir Dazty DUNG E. 
Ay; you, fan, d Ne be e Mane 
a a 4 U- 


Me, Sir 


No, Sir, 1 have done; no more to be ſaid, * 


Captain's Jewel ; very way 


* » 
H 
7 — 
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© "BBAUGARD. | 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

e eee u e wh you, if you think fit. 
What ſhall I do now to keep my Countenance 1 
BEAUGARD. _ 

Can I be  bappy, Sir, us we able to ſerve you in 


any thing ? 
Sir Dory DUNCE. 
Ve, Sir; ha, ba, e l have Commands of Service ts 
you, Sir; O Lord, ha, ha, ha. 
| BEAUGARD. 
Me, Sir! 


Sir Day DUNCE. 
2 


on your Hat be 
BEAUGARD. 

Sir, will you pleaſe to fit down on this Bank ? 
Si Dey DUN. | 

BEAUGARD. 
— with 
Sir DUNCE. 
By no means ; 1 think Friend, net Gan ht 
3 —— ny 
A 


BEAUGARD. 
Sir, I am. heartily d of all Nice e my 


Side. 
d Der DUNCE. 


You do well ; the' are you not a 
Fellow ? here, here, do 


„ "ew" 


thee, ba, ha, ha. 


Sur, your bumble Servant, I am 
your Lady's Acceptance. Now what a 
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ty Pounds ; What a Prodigal Fellow are you to throw 
ay ſo much Money; or didſt thou teal it, old Bay? 1 


believe thou may'ſt be poor, I'll lend thee Money upon't, 
if thou think'>t fir, at thirty in OP me 50ve 


S5CUGARD. 


am I! 


Sir Da DUN CE. 

I ſhould have given it thee before, but faith I forgot 
it, tho' it was not my Wife's Fault in the leaſt ; for ſhe 
ſays, as thou likeſt ee 
Cuſtom again Child; ha, ha, ha. 

BEAUGARD. 
Then Sir, 1 beſeech you tell her, that you have made 
TEE of ma, and the: Lat Coke oforr bibles 
Behaviour towards ber 
s N DUNCE. 
Very well, I ſhall do 
* BEAUGARD. +: 
| That "tis impoſſible 1 ſhall ever be an nb 
ſelf, till I fad fog way. hey 96 make ber Roparatzon. 
Sir Sow DUNCE.. 
Very good, ha, ha, hs, 
BEAUGARD, 
| And thx if ever Os fnd ms gully of the Bike Ofimce 


" $7 D DUNCE. 


No, Sir, rs ; but proceed, ha, ha, ha. 
BEAUGARD. TY a 
Let her baniſh all good Opinion of me for ever. | 
Sir Day DUNCE. | 
| rr 
BEAUGARD. 2 


Mae, 20 on. 
W U? "ey 
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| BEAUGARD. 
1 beg you tell ber thas the generous Reprouf the . 
given me has ſo wrought upon me—— F< a4 yaw! 
Sir Dow DUNCE. © "I 
Well, I will. " 
BEAUGARD. 


That I cfieem this jewel not only n 
neee hr ike will grove i 
| to the utmoit Moment of wy Life, _ 

Sir Daw) DUNCE, 
| With all wy Heart, I vow aud ſwear. 

BEAUGARD. 
; 1017 eee 
nne att] | 

Sir Davy DUNCE. _ 

Right ; well, this will make the pureſt ſport . 
Let me ſee ; rr 
impudent Fellow. 

| BEAUGARD. 


h Davy Donce 
And that you hall never 4 rh 62 02 
tub fy'd wy Lady. _ 
| BEAUGARD. 
Right, Str. 


Satisfy'd her | ory paddy hay het, ey in 
will never play the Fog 199g; Ie Bo foe yo rp 
mne 1 0 

1 Den £ 


And that 1 4 
you as 
Wh a 8a 1 
0 © - 
en 


——— OY 


* 
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Sir Devy DUNCE, 

I proteft that will be very kindly done and that you 
long mightily, long to let her underſtand that you ase 
another. gueſo Fellow than ſhe may take you for. | 

BEAUGARD. 
Exady Sir, that is the Sum and Fnd of my Defires. 
| Sir Daw DUNCE 
Well Till take care of your Buſineſs, I'll do Buſi- 
| neſs, I'll warrant you; Gi, will be the pareft fart When 
I come home ! { ffide.] Well your Servant, — Frog 
be ſure you remember ; Your Servant. [ Exis. 

BEAUGARD. 

380, no I find a Husband is u delicate Toftrument 
rightly made uſe of; To make her vid jealous Cox- 
comb pimp for me himſelf, I think is as worthy an Em- 
ployment'as ſach a noble Conſort can be put to. 

Ah were ye all ſach Husbands and ſuch Wives, 
We younger Brothers ſhould lead better Lives. ¶ Exit. 
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SCENE, Crans-Garies:: a 


nene and Counrins, 


0 eee 

\ © fall in love, and to fall in love with & Bodies 

p nay a disbanded- Soldier too, a Fellow with the 

Mark of Cain upon him, which every body knows him 
* and is ready to throw Stones at him for. 

COURTINEg 


Damn her, I ſhall never enjoy, her without 23 
if the were but very rich and very uply, —— — 
ber, Ay, ue the, I. 1 know her miſchievous Look too well 


to be 22 


11e 
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STI 


Sir. 
COURTINE. ' 
Ti a very hard Caſe, that you have refolv'd not to 
lot ms by quiet. | 
? | 28 
'Tis very unreaſonably done of you, Gr, en ws 
up and down every where at this ſcaudalous rate ; the 
World will think we are acquainted, ſhortly. | 
COURTINE., ; 
But, Madam, r Re. 
you moſt waichfully, 
EFF £5 : 


Hare you not hand this Fines chad ee ii 
COURTINE. 
| Twas becacſe 1 knew it to be ) our Ladyſhip's Home 
then, and therefore might reaſonably be the place yow 
leaſt of all ſrequented z ane would imagine you were gone 
B SPC AIC Oe 
aracice or other; tis pretty near the Hour, nt! 
be Twilight preſently, and then the Owls come al abroad.” 
SYLFIA. 
| What need 1 take the Trouble to go 6 far n Foul. 
ing, when there's Came enough at our own Door? 
 , COURFINE. 
What, Game for your Net, fair Lady? 
SYLY FA © 
: Yes, or a/ Woman's Net alia, chan will road it, ! 
COURTINIE. 
To ſhew you how deſpicallly I think of the — 
3 will eee you u, * 
of railing at you. | 


Do &, I weltibabifir e 
9 as bad as your ciumſy Civility dom your Breeding, 
1 COURTINE. 

7E 


1 
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4B STL. 
Farewel ! | 
COURTINE. 
Why do not you go about your Buſineſs ? 
SYLYI A. 
Becauſe I would be ſure” to be rid of you firſt, that 
you might not dog me.. 
COURTINE. 


Were it but poſſible that you could anſwer me one 
Nenn truly, and then I ſhould be farisfy'd. 
r 
Any thing for compoſition to be rid of you handſomly. 
COURTINE, 
Are you really very honeſt ? Look in my Face, and 
tell me that. | 
STLFYI A. 


Look in your Face and tell you," for what? To ſpoil 
bes my Supper ? 
COURTINE. + 
No, but to get theea Stomach to thy Bed, Sweet- heart; 
I would if pollible be better acquainted with thee, be- 
cn thou art very WY-natur'd. | 
| SYLYFIA. 
- Youronly way to bring that Buſineſs about effeQually, 
is to be more troubleſome; and if you think it worth 
your while to be abus'd ſubſtantially, you . 8 make 
your perſonal Appearance this Night. 
 _COURTINE. | 
How ? where ? and when! and what Hour, I beſeech 


thee ? 
| 511714 
Under the Window, between the Hours of Eleven and 
Twente euntYy. | 
COURTINE. 
Where ſhall thoſe lovely Eyes and Ear 
— 095 eG Tatin: 


874 


* 
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7 & | & f on 
At that kind Hour thy Griefs ſhall end, * 
If thou canſt know thy Foe from——Priend. IE. 
COURTINE. 
- Here's another Trick of the ee idle 
Window between the Hours of Eleven and Twelve exactly. 
Ina damn'd Fool, and muſt go; let me fee ; ſuppoſe I 
meet with a luſty beating : piſh, that's nothing for a Man 
that's in love ; or ſuppoſe ſhe contrive ſome way to make 
a public Coxcomb of me, and expoſe me to the ſcorn of 
the World, for an Example to all amoroue Block-heads 
hereafter ? why if ſhe do, I'll fear I have lain with her; 
beat her Relations, if they pretend to vindicate her 
and ſo there's one love Intrigue pretty well over. [Ex. 


Enter Sir Davy Dos c t and Via uin. 


Go get you ine your Lady now, and: tell ber L am 


coming. 
 FERMIN. © 
Her Ladyſhip, Right-worſhipful, is pleas'd not to be 


at home. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

How's that? my Lady not at home ! run, ren in and 
ask when ſhe went forth, — Lt and who is 
wich her; run and ask, Yermin. 

 FERMIN. 
_She went out in her Chair preſently after you this Af- 


= "0 
* 
* 


| tir Dow DUNCE: i + 
Then I may be as Cuckoid fill for ought I know : 
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Sir Dow D'UNCE. 
taking the Air as far as Knights Bridge 


Or it may be 


with. ſome ſmooth-fac'd Rogue or another: "Tis a damn'd 


founded. Houſe, Horan. 
15 FERMIN. 
Do you think fue in theve chant 
Sir Dow DUNCE. 
No, I do not think ſhe is there neither; but ſuch n 


"Houſe, that ata ded ara is a con- 


ching way be, you know would that Bars- Elms was 


under Water too, there's a thouſand Cuckolds a Year 
made at Hara-Elun, by Reſamond's Ponds: the Devil if 
the ſhou'd be there this Evening, my Heart's broke. 


Enter Sir JOLLY. 


r N FUMBLE. 
That muſt be Sir Paw); ay, that's he, that's he, ha, 
ha, the, ws eber the like heard of? 1 


40 Eh 
Sir Day DUNC E. 
un lock ber up ' three” Days and three Nights with- 
one Men rn or Light i humble het nh Dri 
ame. 


Sir Joly FUMBLE. 

Well, cow'd | but meet my Friend Sir Davy, it woul® 
Pe es owe OO 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

Who's there that has any thing to ſay to me? 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
Ah my Friend of Friends, ſuch News, ack Tiling 
Sir Day DUNCE. 
n Man. | 
Sr ly FUMBLE. a 
323 cad, I hope, : 
DUNCE. | th: 
Yes. "ies, neee 


— K 
— LD ear Er RIS” 
* 
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UAL. 
Why 1 paned with Ber mickin thi half Hour. 
Sir De DUNCE. | 
Did you fo, are you ſure it was he? bs 
Pll have ' my Lord Ces lese Warrant and a Conſls- 
228 


8 
And the made Sport now with a young 
Fellow, Man, tha ths wat win . 

Sir DUNCE. 

Oh Lord ! that's md war. & young Fellow | 
— my Wife making Sport with a young Fellow! Oh 
Lord! here are Doing, here we Vagaries ! I'll run mad» 
I'll climb Bow- Steeple preiently, beunde the Dragons 
and preach Cuckoldom to the whole City. 

Sir Joly JUMBLE. | 

The beſt of all was too, that it happen'd to be an idle 

Coxcomb that pretended to be in love with ber, Neigh- 


bour.. 
20x th Sir Daw DUNCE. 

Indeed, in love with hes | who was it ? r bi 
Name ? I warrant you won't tell a Body. — IU indite 
him in the Crown-Office; no I'll ie Warrants to appre- 
hend him for Treaſon upon the Statute of Edw. 19 won't 

me what young Fellow RAINY PILAATET 
Libs young Fely, b | 
22 NLA. 

Handſom ? 14 vim. The Fellow's hand ſom 
enough; e neither, but he has @ 
deviliſh leering black Eye. 4 


Sir Davy DUNCE, 
Oh Lord | 


Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
His Face tos is a good riding Face; tis no ſuſt eſſo- 


minate-Complexion indeed, but 1952 

ſanguine, and chearful; a deriliſh Fellow in 4 Corner 
* 

| Sir 


? 
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Sir Day DUNCE. | 
Bleſs us ! what will become of me ? why the Devil 
did I marry a young Wife? Is he very well ſhap'd too, 
tall, ſtraight and proportionable, hah !J——— 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 


Tall? No, he's * ns 8s 6 


enough too: he's none of your overgrown lubberly Flar- 
Le Jades, but more of the true Es Breed, well 
knit, able and fit for Service, old Boy ; the Fellow is 
well ſhap'd truly, very well d. ftrong and 
Ave. I have ſeen the Rogue leap like a Buck. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

ane this be ? Well, and what think you, Friend, 
has he been there! Come, come, I'm ſenſible ſhe's a youn 
Woman; and I am an old Fellow, troth, a very 


Fellow, I ſignify little or nothing now. But do you 


think he Br prevail'd ? am 1 a Cuckold, Neighbour ?, 
nc... 4.4... 4+ 8d 
| Cuckold] what, a Cuckold in Covent-Garden ? No, 
I'll aſſure you, I believe ber to be the moſt virtdous 
Woman in the World t but if you had but ſeen : 
Sir Daw DUNCE. 
Ay, wou wou'd I had, what was it? 
„ Si J FUMBLE. 
"How like n Ne the us'd him : Firſt of all e 
al Madam, ſays he-———and then he 


bows down, enk now, ſays ſhe, what would 


the 1 impertinent Fellow have? 
Sir Day DUNCE. 
Humph ? ha! well, Joc what then ? 
Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
Madam, ſays he again (having: po he did he before) my 
Heart is ſo entirely yours, that except you take pity of 
my Salferings, I muſt here die at your Feet. 
| Sir Day DUNCE. 
un and what ſaid ſhe again, Neighbour, *Y 


Str. 


The Sorotzz's —— 18g 


— 1 


Sir Dey DUNCE. 4 
Ha, ha, ha, did ſhe ind&cd ? Did the ſay fo indeed? 
I am glad on't, troth I am very glad on't; well, 
and what next ? And how, and well, and what? ha! 
Sir eh FUMBLE. © 
Madam, fays he, this won't do, 1 am your humble * 
Servant for all this ; you may pretend to be as ill aa 
2 but I ſhall make bold. 
Sir Daey DUNCE. 
. = c_— — 


23322 | 
With that, ſhe you are a ſaucy Jacks- 
Merry open kick'd. 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Ha, ha, ha! Well, inen. 
unn 
Sir Jolly JUMBLE. : 
But the beſt Jeſt of all was, who this ſhould be at laſt. 
di Dow DUNCE. 
Ay, who indeed} I'8 wanna" you fome fly Fellow 
or other, poor Fool | 


= 


bw wo + wait 


FF 


e ? I dont value him this, not 
22ͤ ̃— -A 
ſcorns him, Neighbour, am very 
fy'd in the Point; beſides, I have ſeen him ſince that, 
— him: ] am to tell her from his 
Mouth, hat he promiſes never to affront her more, 

\ 8. Joly JUMBLE. 
252 — 


Sir Davy DUNCE. + 


b 
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Emer Lady Duncs, paying ler Chairman. 
CHAIRMAN. 

God bleſs you, Madam, thank your Honour. 

Sir Joly FUMBLE. 

| Huſh, huſh, there's my Lady, I'll be gone, I'll noe 

be ſeen, your humble Servant, God b'w'y. 
Sir Dey DUNCE. 

No Faith, Sir Jolh, — — 

Aay Supper with me, we han't ſapp'd together a great 


while. 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
Ha! fayyouſo? Tdon't care if 1 do, faith, with all 
my Heart ; this may give me an Opportunity to ſet all 
things right again. l.. 
Sir Day DUNCE. 
, My Dear, 


| Lacy DUNCE. 


| Sir Davy DUNGE. | 

| You have been abroad, my Dear, I ſee. 
Lay DUNCE. 

© Only for a little Air, truly I was almoſt fiifled within 

Doors, I hope you will rot be angry, Sir Davy, will you ? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Auger, Child l 30 Child, not 1 what ſhould 1 be 


angry vor? 
Lacy DUNCE. | 
I wonder, Sir Dawy, you will ſerve mo at this rate. 
Did you not promiſe me to go in my behalf to Bang. 
and. correct him according, es. ay Inſtructions for his l- 


ſolence ? 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
| 80 I did, Child ; I have been with him, Sweetheart, 
T have told him all to a Title, 1 gave him back 
the Picture too; but as the Devil would hare il l 
* L | 4s Lasy 


Sir! 
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DUNCE. | 

" Did you purpotly ; Sodom, to render me ridiculous. 

$0 the Man | abominae? what Geadaloas Intorpremdion, 

think you, . 
lis, ſent me on ſo diſhonourable- Terms ? 

& Dewey DUNCE.” 

Really, my Lamb, thou art in the right ; yes, I went 

back afterwards, dear Heart, and did the Buſineſs to 

ye Lady DUNCE. 


"Tam at her ret with all my Heart. 
Sr Daw: DUNCE. 
I gave- hilv bs L In warrant him. 
Lag DUNCE. 
| Leſſon! what Leſſbn had you to give him? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Why, I told him as be lik'd that Uſage he might 
come again ha, ha, ha. 

Laꝶ DUNCE. 

Ay. and ſo let him. 

Sir Day DUNCE. 

Wik all my Heart, I'll give him free leave, or hang me; 
tho' thou wouldſt not imagine how the poor Devil's alter d. 
La, you there now, but as certainly as I Nand here, 
2 is troubled that be ſwears he ſhall not reſt Day 

Night, till he has fatisficd thee ; pr'ythee be fatis-- 
him if it is poſſible, my Dear, pr'ythee do, I 
mand kim i ſor 
the poor Wretch looks ſo fimply, I cou'd not ——— 
pity him, I vaw and. ſwear, ha, ha, ba, 
- Sr Joly FUMBLE. 
© Now, now, you little Witch, now. you- Chitaface ; 
o4d | could fad in my Heart to pet. wy litde Finger 
| in your Bunty, 

Lady DUNCE. 


r Dany, I mutt tell vou, that I cannot bot reſent 
. 


than 
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than Death, and that if you loy'd me with half that Ten. 
neſs which you profeſs, you wou'd not forget an A 
ſo palpably and ſo baſely offer d me. 
Sir Da DUNCE. i 
Why Chicken, ja am. the Remedy ? What's t6 be 
done? — — LS Km? f 


; Lag DUNCE, 
Cut his Throat, 


Si Da DUNCE. 
Bleſs us for ever! cut hi Throat ! what, do Murder ? 
| „ 78 ! REN 
Murder,y , any thing to ſuch an incorrigible Enemy of 
your Honour, one that has reſolv'd to perſiſt in 
of you; ſee here this Letter, this I receiv'd fince I 
parted with you; juſt now it was thrown into my Chair 


by an impudent Lacquey of his, kept o purpoſe for ſuch 


Employment®. 6, Davy DUNCE. 
Let me ſee: A Letter indeed for the Lady Dunce 
damn d Rogue, treacherous Dog, what can he fay in the 
Inſide now ? here's a Villain. | 
Lag DUNCE. 

Ves, you had beſt eamodg tal tis like 

the reſt of your Diſcretion. T 
Sir Dow DUNCE. | 

Lady, if I have an Enemy, it is beſt for me to know 
what Miſchief he intends me; therefore, with your 
R | 

Lacy DUNCE. 

r 
with it to do it myſelf: if you have the Spirit of a Gentle. 
man in you, carry it back, _——— — 
Face of that * Fellow. 

1 2 olly JUMBLE. 
What can be the eaning of this now ? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
| A Gentleman, yes, Madam, ——— 


troubled, pr'ythee don't be troubled, was there ever ſuch 
a Wife ? well, da, da, da: don't be troubled, 


r . 
. Ver. II. Lady 
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the World ſhall find that I am a Gentleman 
I have certainly the beſt Woman in the World. 
Lag DUNCE. 
- What do you think muſt be the end of all this? I 
have no Refuge in the World, but your Kindneſs : had I 
a jealous Husband now, how-miſerable muſt my Life be ? 
YA 
Ah Rogues 
wheodling Slot, Fil-bite her by and by. 
Sir DUN. 
Poor Fool! no Dear, I am not jealous, nor never will 
be jealous of thee :* Do what thou wilt thou ſhall not 


* n 


Lacy DUNCE. 

Ah, but how long will you do 6? 
Sir Dowy DUN. 
How ? as long as [live | Warrant thee, F n— 
don't talk to a Body ſo: I cannot hold if thou oft, my Eyes 
will run over, poor Fool | poor Birdfnies ! poor Lamblkin f 


DUNCE. 
But will you be 6 


to me to anſwer my Deſires ? 
will you once more endeavour to make that Traitor ſen- 
ſible that I have too juſt an Efteem of you, not to value 


| his Addrefles as they deſerve ? 


Sir Davy Sov wr] 


Ay, ay, Iwill. 
But don't ſtay away A N * what 


| haſte ye can, I ſhall be in pain 


DRONES. 

My Dear, my Love, my Babby, I'll be with thee in 
a Moment: How happy am I above the reſt of Men! 
Neighbour, dear , walk ia with my Wife, and 
keep her Company 2 don't be 


don't 


* 


7 
* 
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| | a RG Bo Mt Sho 3644 
Sir Joly, Sir hp, Sir Folly. D i851 
ir Folly FUMBLE. 
| Doo' be woubl;,prythee don' bo troubled, ds 4. 
Lag DUN CZ. 


But Sir, Tolh, can you gueſs whereabout my vnde 
ne be probably found now? | 
Sir UMBLE./ aA 

Found, Lady ? he is to found, Madam, 8 

at my Houſe preſently, Lady, e one 1. che 

A x } { woe] 

Lady DUNCE. 

You | ſpeak like a Friend, Sir July. 

| Sir Jolly FUMBLE. 

His Friend, Lady; no Madam, his — 
Enemy. I ſhall de his Ruin, I ſhall undo him. 
— ae DUNMNCE- Conc! en 
, You may, if you pleaſe : then come both and play 
at Cards this Evening with me for an Hour or two; for 
I have contriv'd it fo, that Sit Davy is to be abroad at 
Gupper. to-night, he cannot avoid it; — to win 
ſome of ** Captain's Money ſtrangely. , 
£ Sir Joly FUMBLE. | 
'Do you 2 my Gameſter? Well, Iii be ſure to bring 
him, and for what he carries about him I'll warrant you 
odd he's a pretty Fellow, a very pretty Fellow, 

5 yr me 4 
DUNCE. WT; 
And. = ME ry you, Sir? 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 

Sram" Only too loving, too good-natur'd, that's all; "tis cer- 

IP © "© tainly the den breathing, that's all his Fault, 
+ : 5 La DUN CZ. 1 

Ed, hin, 1 think. 1 ſos Company coming 5 5f you 
bra, Sir Jets. ELIE. -. 
Fuub gau 4. | | 
4 45 TIF . : . 1409 95399 14 191990 
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BAU follewtd by Sir Davy and . 
e 22 JUMBLE. 


ra 
wards me when 3 


DUNCE. 


aa THI 

With me, Friend? | 5 

Sir 

al Cog 

| W 
2482 DUNCE. : 

Ah Rogue ! dama'd Rogue! ** 

.  " BEAUGARD. GY 

My Conſeſtor, A. r 


| 4 DUNCE. "mf 
| Dainty Wheedle, a Fellow for ye. _ 


240641 D. jo 
wage we 1b nor wt Vin, 
and ſewn me the ugly Infide of my LA... 
== ode 925 48 
© Your hamble 6errant. | | 
2 „ 10 


7 ＋ ; 
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BEAUGARD. 

16 that alt? af 1 are as cold in your (7 pony 

are in your Friend D 

time ont of any one in Chriffendom, | 
Sir Davy DUNCE. * 

80 ſhe has, Sir, when he cannot be bes from the in- 

Doran et Fellows as you are, Sir. 

2 CO BBIUCARD. ©. 
As me, Sir? why, mond good Sir Domine Doddle- 


9 
1 3 Sir Diry DUNCE. 

So, take notice he threatens me, I'll have him bend. 
to the Peace inſtantly ; will you never have remark of 
Conſcience, Friend? have you baniſh'd all Shame from 
your Soul? Do you conſider. my Name is Sir Davy 
Dunct that I have the moſt virtuous R g? Do 

confider that? Now how like a Rogue he looks again? | 
what a Haog-deg Leer was that? | 
BEJUGARD. | 


i eee Wife, Sir! you are always harping upon 
that String, Sir Davy 
| Sir - Davy DUNCE. 

No, tis you wou'd be harping upon 1 Sir; 
ſee you this? caft your 3 upon this, this Letter, 
Bir; "id not you promiſe this very Day, to abandon all 
manner of Proceedings of this Nature, tending to the 
Diſhonour of me and my Family ? 

BEAUGARD. + 
Letter, Sir ? what the Devil does he mean now? Let 
me ſee, for, the Lady Dunce; this is no Scrawl of miac, 
Tu be ſworn ; by Jowe, her own Hand! What a Dog 
was I! forty to ohe but I had play'd the Fool, and ſpoi'd 
all again. Was there ever ſo charming a Creature breath- 
IgE one by deliver this to your Hands, Sir. 
Ys DUNE. TP: 
Eva her own ſelf in cron, Sir, and bade ms roll 
you, Sir, that ſhe has too juſt an EReem of me, Sir, not 


— as you deſerve. 
_ 8E AU: 


& 
4 
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Very good : (R the Letter.) 1 Gude tot But this 

Letter will ſarprine yo (in woch, and fo it does ex- 

cremely) bat card upon the manner of convering * to 
Sir Davy DUNE. 

Ay « d Thief, 15 have ie throws tus che c. 


by a Footman. 
 _BEAUGARD. © 
e Would fe rem Br e Kind 9 
you as I am. 


Err infincating Kaave # | * | 
"BESUCARD. woy ob rad 
2 I am fatizfy'd, is { ſeverely jealobs/ With 
except you contrive/ ſhane way '$5"let me for you © 
Evening, I fear all will be hopeleb. | 
DUNCE. 1 . * «x 


Shad 


1 


Sir 
Impudent Traitor, 1 wight have been « —_ * 
BEAUGARD. 


| In order to which cfier appear yourſelf or medal 
for you. bal ch flees Gannon Cir CO 
74237 On ber DUNCE” | ths * 

Thanks © you, noble Sir, 
are come I ſee accordingly, «wi al wp Han os 
in Conſcience to tell you the Buſineſs won't do, the Trick 


won't paſa, Friend; you may put up your Pipes, 
march off: Oh Lord! he he with my Wiſe, Pugh, he mah 


Sir Davy Dance a Cuckold, poor Wert, bas hey ha.. 


Si Joly 70 — 

i 5 < 221 his . 
Hift, hift, hiſt. WITTY | . | 
Enter Lady Denen, * rover thrift © 

Lach DUNCE. 


That's be; there he is : ſoc cod, ri PS 
13 FOUR- 
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1 
| Other People may think w — rpbec 
own, Opinion, I am a very pretty Fellow now ; — i 
Debgn bur ſucceed upon this old Baboon, u be 
nin d. Sir, Sir, Sir. n | 
DUNCE. 


Str Davy 

Friend i with me? eee me, End 
FOURBI 

Sir, n your Worſhip. 

9 1 hf, d. here, bore, quizkly, 


Sir Dow DU N E. as 

_ Where do you ie nears wad who do you be 
FOURBIN. 

|S, Loma al nc oe iy Tn th 

e | on 

e mou dir Davy DUNCE. - C ie 

! the Lord-Mayor! + 1 1 $1913 
FOURBIX.\ 

Ves, Sir, who defires you by all-means to do him the 

Honour of your Company at Sopper this Evening. | OY 

Sir Day DUNCE, © S 

It will be the greateſt Honour | ever receiv'd in my 

Life; what, my Lord-Mayor invite me to Supper? Iam his 
PE Conn Goon, | 

| FOURBIN. © 

1 e i ee e e Ur Dogy: Deney os I 

have the honour to be inſorm'd it is: he defires you more 

over to make what haſte you can, for that he has ſome 

Matters of Importance to communicate to your Honour, 

Sony ny 3 


DUNCE. FM 


| Communic wi wt des ns wo nb Fo 
your; - 
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vour ; I'll fly upon the Wings of Ambition to lay myſelf 
at his Footftool : I. My Lord-Mayor ſends himfelf to-invite 
D „„ — ; 
* 4 i 

rob 
— — hangs me back withal 
Sir DUNCE. | 
Let his Lordſhip know, that I am amaz'd and con- 
founded at his Generoſity ; and that I am & tranſport 
ed with the Honour be dom ma,thes I will not fall o 


| vaiton him in the roating of an Ray, 


Tan your Worlhip's lowly Slave. 
Vermin, go get the Coach ready; get me the Gold 
Medal too and Chain, which I cook from the Roman 
Catholic Officer for a Popiſh Relic: I'll be fine; I'll thine, 
and drink Wine that's * . 


me to Supper! 
1 DUNCE.. N wif 
My deareft, T 84 to fee thee return'd in Safety, 


2 


1 the bottom of my Heart : haſt thou ſeen W 
Sir 


DUN CI. | 
Seen him! hang bin. I have fron —_ Por on kim 


ſeen him 
DUN'CE. 
Wan, and what is of him ; Where ſs he 
Sir Da DUNCYE,. 
Why doſt thou ak me where he is What a Pox care 
7 1 wha becomes of him ? 7 yr hr 
You are not angry, — you b:: 4 
- S& Dey DUNCS. 
| No, but I am pleas'd, and that's all oe: very möch 
pleas'l, ler me tell you but that; 1 am-only to Ay 
IIS arr all 3 nothing els in the Wayid, 


3 44 only 
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only the Buſineſs of the Nation calls upon me, that's all ; 
ee 
Leah DUNCE: ne? Tha 

von always think my Company troubleſome ; you 
. comfort me; what think you | 


Mall do alone by myſelf all this Evening, moping in my 
Sener Prey, my Jo, ay wth me or ce. I hope 
be won't take me at my Word. 1 


Sir Dawy DU ven. | 
Iifay + gala ee e Tengite-iend olf-$'with wee 
loſe my Preferment for my Pleaſure j Honour 1 * 


we, and Fleſh and Biood are my Averſion, | 


Las DUNCE. 
Bat how long wil you ſtay then f 
RE ew ed, | 
8s his Lordſhip and I think fit; — oben Jury Ac 
Lacy DUNCE. " 
| You are very cruel to me. 
81. DUNCE. 


I can't help kz 80. ger you in, and paſs away the 


time with your Neighbour, I'll be back again before I 


in the A 
the Coach ready ? 
FERMIN.. 


a $i Davy DUNE. | 

Well, your Servant; what, nothing to my Lady 
Mayereſi | You have a great deal of Breeding indeed, a 
great deal! nothing to my Lady Mayoreſs ff © 

Lacy DUNCE. 
My Service to her, if you pleaſe. 
Sir Dow DUNCE. | 

Well, Da, Da, the poor Fool cries o my Conſcience ! 
adieu, do you hear, farewel. | [LA. 
Lacy DUNCE. 
| As well as what 1 love can make me. 


" i 


Jaw 


LA JUMBLE. $4.24 


DU ce. 
In Poſt halle, 1 K 


In troth, and Joy go with him: 
DUNCSE. 9 * 5 


Do you then, Sir counkes the Coptats Midtn, 
whilt i go and dpi of the Family, amg 
private. . 


Eat Sir Dave Desen 


Sir Dey DUN C. 

Troch, I had forgot my Medal and Chain, quite und 
clean forgot my Relic ; I was forc'd to-come up theſs 

Back-Stairs, 288 Wiſe again ; it is the 

e Heing Deol + FER Ws my Cloſet and 

write a ſhort Letter too; tis Poſt-Night, 1 had forgot 

chat: Well, an 222 carckime thr a 


Guinca. 4. 
e ee ee 4 
BEAUGARD. © 


Are you certain, Madam, no Body is this way.? I 
— 6 


than ordinary. 
DUNCE. 4 4 4 


8 Care of me, or your perſonal Fears, that 
Dre 
34400415. 

There, there, juſt at the very Door,/ - 


"— DUNCE;' 
Fie for ſhame, 
N is far —_—_—_ 


8 * 
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heard the Coach drive him away. But to convince you 
you ſhall ſe mow: Sir Davy, Sir Davy, Sir Davy. 
[#nocking at the Cloer-Deor.} Look you there; you a 
Ca and afraid of a Shadow! Come, Sir, thall we 
for the Cards? 

BEAUGARD. bo al 
And what ſhall we play for. . 


Za DUNCE. 
Een what you think beſt, Sir. 


11 »BEAUGARD. 


Ser Kills, or Golden Joys! Come, let s make 
States a little. 


Euter Sir IJor EY Jun. 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
Ah Rogue, ab Rogue ! are you there? n 
you in Fanh, now, now, now? | 
963-413 4461 + Lady DUN CA. 


©" And who hal keep thera? | 
_ 2095408 bn all + +: BEAUGARD. SETS 
fr Vou, til Sir Davy returns from Supper. 150 1 
-N La DUNCE. 

That may be long enough ; ee 
er over ſuddenly, I aſſure you. 


- SFZAUGARD. 

And is't to yourſelf then, I'm oblig'd for this bleſs'd 

F N 
Ah, ha, ba, ha ! Ah, ha, ha, ha! 

$6641: 01297), ri: BEAUGARD. . 

„ JTet's vow Eternal, and rails our Thoughts 1 Papas 

tation of immortal Pleaſures: in one another's Eyes | 

rend our Joys, till we've no longer Power ꝙ er our De- 

L drunk with this diſſolving, Oh! 


aner Sir Davy bene. frm bis Chet. 


Writ: 


out 


e444 D 2 C 
An 86 et * 
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— bus 5 
this 4.ight, Cuckold: Free, nay Halloo. 
LON IC. of, and runs away. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

O Lord, 6 my Wiſe n Chamber! 
| Murder, Murder | Thieves, Thieves, hut ap my Doors! 
Madam ! Madam! Madam! 
Enter Sir 83 rr 

. r where, . 

Lacy DUN CE. 

Pierce, pierce this wretched Heart, hard to the Hilts, 
dye this in the deepeſt Crimſon of my Blood ; ſpare not a 
' miſerable Woman's Life, whom Heav'n deſign'd to be 
the unhappy Object of the moit horrid Uſage Man c'er 
ated. 


[Catcher up Beaugard's Sxoord, which be bad left be- 


| bind him in tha Harry, and profents it to Sir Davy. 
, Sir DUNCE. 
"Wikis, WG TOO —_—_— 


| baneful Eyes, that could inſpire a barbarous Villain to 
257 4mm lf oo! be w None | 


+ Bit andy 797 Jy, F 


N N = 
A ; 3 


ved 


with your 
fares Zrongerd how be came there Hearn aows. 
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Sir DUNCE. 
Tu have him d for Burglary ; be haabroken my 
Houſe, and broke tbe Peace upon my Wife : Very good - 


Lac DUNCE. 

Streight in bis Arms he graſp'd me fat; with much 
ado I plung'd and got my Freedom, ran to your Cloſet- 
Door, knock'd and 3 Aid, ealf0 en. yout 
„ eee * 

Sir Dawy DU 2 

Hah! 


Lady DUNCE. | 

Soon again he cid me, flopp'd my Mouth; 77 

with a Cunqueror's Fury 5 
Sir Davy DUNCE. © 

Oh Lord ! oh Lord! no more, no more, I beſeech 
thee, 1 ſhall grow mad, and very mad! I'll plough up 
Rocks and Adamantine Iron-Bars ; I'll crack the Frame 
of Nature, fally out like Tamerlane upon the Trojan Horſe, 
and drive the Pigmies all like Geeſe before me. Oh Lord, 
| Cop her Mouth! Well, and how? and what then | ftopp'd 
thy Mouth! Well! Hab! : 

Las DUE. 

No, tho' unfortunate, I fill am innocent; his curſed: = 
Purpoſe could not be accompliſh'd ; but who will live ſo 
injur d? No, I'll die to be reveng'd en myſelf; I ne'er 
can hope that I may ſee his ſtreaming Gore ; and thus I 
t ont my o]n e 
2 Kr hr DUNCE. 11 

Ha! what wouldſt thou do my Love ? ates hace 
| break my Heart: If thou wile kill; — know 
thou art innocent, Fſee thou art; the I had rather be a 
Cuckold a thouſand 24 poor Love, 


48} 1 
ne 1 woy N 


af 1 
*. x 
* = 8 - 
Cr 


Ne Soria Fon vun. 20g 
Sir Day DUN C. 

rr 

then the better. for: this, for all- this, mun * 

| Houldit be troubled for another's r Thaw 
was no Fault of hne. | 

Sir Jolly JUMBLE. 

No, no more it was not, I dare 
Sir Davy DUNCE. J 

See, ſee, my Neighbour weeps too he is troubled t 


- # 


ſce thee thus. ras ov 
Ob, n 2 1 
nn ure 4 7 


Why, thou ſhalt have Revenge; I have ies manta: 
u 
Sir Telly UMBLE. 

Ay, do, Madam, and 


But will you love me then as well @ ere you dd 


Sir Daw DUNCE. 
| Ay, nnd the longeſt Day I live too. | 


Lay DUNCE. 
And ſhall T have Juſtice done me on ——— 
| Monſter ? 
r Dew DUNCE. 


| Why, he wall be Crows-Meat —_— — 
}eell hee he dann be C wer Nen by Midnight, Chickens 
DUNCE. 


e J 
3232 2 


n Sir Davy DUNCE. es 
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ACT W. I CE N E OY 


SCE NE, n. . 


Exter' Captain asse Covnrims; and —_—_ 
+ - R 4. WER. 3 


Elcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, sir; will you 
pleaſe to walk up.one Pair of Stairs ? | 
l 8 che R n 7 * 
et oom * preſently ; too a 
stock of Bottles beſore - hand, with 7 a! Lala 
and Water to refreſh our Glaſſes. 
| DRAWER. "1 Ever 

Tt ſhall be done, Sir. Coming, coming there, . 
Speak up in the De/phin, ſome Body. 

 +BEAUGARD. 

Ah, Cialis: "muſt we be always idle! Muſt we never 
ſee our glorious Days again! When ſhall we be rolling 
in the Lands of Milk and Honey, encamp'd in large 
luxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded Vines clufter about 
our Tents; drink the rich Juice, juſt preſt from the plump 
Grape; feeding on on all the fragrant Golden Fruit that 

in fertile Climes, a 


of the Sun? 
ny COURTINE. £4. Kr. 
Ab, Beaugard! thoſe Days have been, hog 9 we 
muſt reſolve to content ourſelves at an humble Rate: Me- 
thinks it is not unpleaſant to conſider how I have ſeen thee 
ia a large Pavilion; drowning the Heat of the Day in 
Champaine Wines, ſparkling ſweet as thoſe charmin 
Beauties, w oſe dear Remembrance every Glaſs 
with half a dozen honeſt Fellows more, Friends, Beau. 


£4; faithful hearty Friends; things as hard to meet with 


The Sorpitr's Fezrunz. 20% 
ns Preferment here: Fellows chat would ſpeak Truth 
boldly, and were proud on't; that ſcorn d Flattery. lo 
Honeſty,. for 'twas their Portion ; and never yet learn d 
the Trade of Eaſe and Lying: but no , 

e 01-506 Iz PODTED + = 

ee eee 
lleep like Drones; but there's a Gentleman on the other 
fide the Water, that may tnake work for wall cas d. 

BEAUGARD. 

In the mean while Patience, Courtiae; that is the 
Engl; Man's Virtue: Go tothe Man thatowes you Money, 
and tell him you are neceſſitated ; his anfwer ſhall be, Alitde 
Patience, I beſcech you, Sir: Ack a cowardly Raſcal Sanſ- 

faQion for a ſordid Injury done you; be ſhall cry, 

Sir, you are the firangeſt Man living, you won't have Pati» 

ence to hear one ſpeak, Complain to Man that 

you want Freferment, that you have coufiderable 

Advantages abroad, in obedience to public EdiQts ; all 

you ſhall get of him is this, You malt have Patience, Sir, 

COURTINE. 

Bot will Patience feed me, or clothe me, or keep meclean 

BEAUGARD.. 

no more hints of Poverty: Tu Randalous ; 

'zdeath, I would as ſoon chuſe to hear a Soldier brag, as 

WW: ak Doſt thou want any Money ? 

., COURTINE. 
he indeed, I want no Necefſaries to keep me alive 
but 1 do not enjoy myſelf with that Freedom I would do; 
there is no mare Fiese in Heidi ar files; thas the #/ ih 

"Tiving alone. I would have it in my Power, (when he 

needed me) to ſerve and aſſiſt my Friend; I would to my 

9 deal e 


2240 


* 
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 BEAUGARD. © 

you would be a Where-maſler, 
Friend ; go, go, III have no more to do with you. 

-— —GCO0UIfINS8; 
l 
Gentleman that had oblig'd me, for want of Money to 
pay him a Debt contracted in our old Acquaintance : it 
turns my Stomach to wheedle with the Rogue 1 ſcorn, 
c 


his Shop-Book. 
BEAUGARD. 
As for Example, to endure the Familiarities of a Rogue 
that ſhall cock bis greaſy Hat in my Face, when he duns 


eee I09 Wa an exergromm.Depey 
of the, Ward, tho" a frouzy Fellmonger. 
COURTINE. 
To be forc'd to concur with his Nonſenſe too and 
laugh at his Parih-Jeſts. 
| REAUGARD. 
To uſe Reſpects and Ceremonies to the Milch-Cow his 
Wiſe, and praiſe her pretty Children, tho' they flink 


of their Mother, and are * chan the Live of s Labenz 


yet all this muff be endur 
f COURTINE. 
Muſt it, Beougerd. 
BEAUGARD. 
And fince 'tis ſo, let's think of a Bottle, | 
COURTINE. 5 
Wich all my Heart, for railing and drinking do much 
better together than by themſelves; a private Room, a 
truſty Friend or two: 
my Happineſs. But where's our dear Friend and Intimate, 
OS Iran | 
BR EAUGARD, 


To deal like a Friend, Courtine, I parted with him 


but juſt now; he's gone to contrive me a Meeting, if 


pollible, this Night, with the Woman 2 


Nee 
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fond of Kere 


e OO eee 
Plague on him, why didit don not marder ths 
intreding Clown | to dare 


fore his Face, and taaghe the Dog his Duty 
 BEYUGARD: R 
Look Der think you are dealing with 


. et hs 


Aud but reaſon: For the' we may make bold with 


A arts 10 

n — — 
74 5 14 
much his eee de be Pimp Maker Genersl to 
r 
COU R- 
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e 

e e 

endem; be knows more Families by their Names and 

ee e 
e BEAUG ARD. T3035 CDT 

. Nay, he keeps of 'the choiceſt Beauties 

about Town, illuftrated with a — to. 

Age, Shape, Proportion, Colour of Hair and Eyes, 

e fifa — —— 

fu. ene 

r 1 „id the old Nander were bound to Gticfy y Er- 


perience ;, what Marks of W "oy l — 


her. Ps © 74 


"Har Op Jp lee. 
"is Joly FUMBLE. 


i Eat 51 J 


well encounter d; what, ſhall we have a ſparkling Bottle 
rd, "ant! uſe Fortune like a Jade? Beaugard, you are 
a Rogue, you are a Dog, I hate you you get you gone, go. 
BEAUGARD. 
But, Sir Folly, what News from Paradis, Sir Joly? ls 
there any pes 1 Mall come there to-night? / _—_ 
Sir Joly FUMBLE, 
May be there is, may be there is not; Iny let us have 
Bottle, and T will ſay 8 ny + 
After a Glaſs or two my Heart may e 94,9 
COURTINE, : 
Why then we will have a Boutle, Sir Jolh. 
Si Joh FUMBLE, . 
Will? wel l 
ind enk welt of no body, till we are leuder than Mid, 
night Whores, and out-rail'd disbanded Officers. | 
BEAUGARD. 


3 
0 s 
** 


Only ons thing more, my e and then we 


ke ab aa ar 


Sir Joly FUMBLE 

Well, and what's that ? What's the Buſineſs ? | 
BEAUGARD. | 
This Friend of mine here Hande in need of thy A+ 
lance ; he's damnably ia love, Sir Jul. | J 
ä Sir u FUMBLE © 
In Love is he fol In } Ods, "ay Life 1 Is he? 
What's her Name ? Where does the live? I warrant you 
1 know her; ſhe's in my Table-Book I'll warrant you's 
Virgin, Wiſe, or Widow! X [Palls eat @ TabloBeck, 
In troth, Sir Jolh, — a dificult Quef- 
i tion; but as Virgins go now, the may paſs for one of them: 
— 4 64 800 FUMBLE. TT 

Virgin, very Virgia, Vie- 
ane: ah. beak es 


me ſee ; Virgin, 
teweſt of this ſort of 


z; truly, I meet with the 
: Well and the fr Lou af 
nor Fame now 1:FOrS ] gueſs her. wy 
| COURTINE. 


Ten you muſt know, tir Joly, tht Ile my L Love 


wich an 8. 
. | Cir Joly * UMBLE, | + 1 
S. 8. 8. O herv are the ; lex me conſider now 
| Wl COURTINE.. | 
No; Sir. Th 
* u; JUMBLE. 
> Fas & 4 COURTINE: of - B 
Neither. | ö 
Sir Fell JUMBLE. 5 00 12 


#6 COURTINE.” 
| You muſt gueſs again, I aſſure you. 
* n 1 


. OM © 95h 1 co 


7 SouDinn's Fon rTunt. 4 


e — PITS CALATATELY 1 „ OY AE e 8 F ee eee r 
. 
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COURTINE. 
| a ay, Sir Jolly, that's the fatal Name; 8ylwia, the 
Fair, the 3 the. - ane ir * be her, my 


Friend ?. 

Know her, ——— — and 1 have 
adopted her theſe ſeven Years: Sluia / let me look; light 
brown Heir, her Face oval and noſe roman, quick ſpark- 
ling Eyes, plump pregnant ruby Lips, with a Mole on her 
Breaſt, and the perfe& Likeneſs of a Heart-Cherry on her 
Left Knee. Ah Villain! Ah fly Cap! have I caught you? 
Are you there, faith ? Well, and what ſays ſhe? Is ſhe 
coming ) Do her Eyes betray her ? Does her heart beat, 
Nb be when you talk to her, bah f— 
SEAUGARD. © 
. Look you, Sir Joly, all things confder'd, it may make 
a ſhift to come to a Þ in time | 

dir Joly FUMBLE 

I'll have nothing to do in it ; OE tn fa che 
Buſineſs of Matrimony. Make me a match-Maker? a 
flthyMarriage-Broker! Sir I ſcorn it, I know better 
look you, Friend, to carry her a Letter from you or ſo, 

good Terms, tho' it be in a Church, 1] deliver it; 
or when the Buſineſs is come to an Iſſue, if I may bring 
you handſomely together, and fo forth, Pl] ſerve thee 
with all my Soul, and thank thee into the Bargain ; thank 
thee heartily, dear Rogue; I will, you little Cock-Spar- 
row, faith and troth I will; but no Matrimony, Friend, 
I'll have nothing to do with Matrimony; 'tis a damn'd 


Invention, worſe than a Monopoly, and a Deſtroyer of 
civil Correſpondence. 


Enter D RAWER 
"DRAWER _ 


Gentlemen, your Room is WE 45 Wine jad fon 
upon the Table, will your Honours pleaſe ERS * 


The Soros Gals 

Sir Nb FUMBLE. 

Ay, Wine, Wine give as Wine: fe- 
| Matrimony in the Devil's Name ! 

HE COURTINK. 

Bot if an honeſt Harlot or ors chanes (9 enquies for 


Sir JUMBLE, i el 
| Right, mn if Þ come never ſo many, hs 
em Reverence and Recepijon, but nothing elſe 3 let no- 
thing bat Whores and Boles come 28. 
der your Ears. 
[They go inis the Sf, her i 1 Table 

and Bottles. 

BEAUGARD. | 
_ Why, there's, there's the Land of Ce now in lit- 
tle; hark you Drawer, Dog, ſhut, ſhut the Door, Sir- 
rah, do you hear? 2522855 — 

nor Neceſſities may peep in upon us. 


Emer Sir Davy Dunce, Fovns IT Broony- 


Bon Es, ad Diawsn. 


FOURBIN. 
be ſure to 4 4, EY 
and like your Profeſſion ; ſhew oy OY 
Parts, and we'll fleece him. 5 
|  _ BLOODY-BONES. | 

My Lady ſays, beta 4 Sir Jolly has 
given. notice to the Captain by > 
is of this over 
Gull to make un HeRtors at large, A 
Fortune under. 

DRAWER. 


Welcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, wy will't 
r 


your Honours Pleaſare here ? 
Sweet-heart let us be quict, and bring us Wiss hither : 
S9 Sits donun. 


From this Moment, War, War; and 


Dudgeon 
againſt 


9 
i 
* 
| 
. 
4 
! 
» 14 
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| that Enemy of my Honour, and Thief of my 
good Name, call'd Beaugard. You'tag/ cata Throut vpou 
occaſion, you ſaid, Friend? 
FOURBINE. _ 
0 e ere 
Father was hang'd for cutting of Throats before * 
wy Mother for cutting of Puter. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. | 

No more to be ſaid; my Courage is mounted like a 

little: French Man upon a great Horſe, and PI have *. 


l 
: "FOURBIN. 

Murder'd * ay. Sir? 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Ay, murder d I ſay, Sir; his Face fla) d off, and naild 
to a Poſt in my great Hall in the Country; 
all the other Trophies of wild Beaſts ſlain by our Family 
ſince the Conqueſt, there's never a Whore-Maſter's 
Head there yet. 

FOURBIN. 

Sir, for that let me recommend this worthy Friend of 
mine to your. Service ; he's . 
one that will deſerve your Favour. 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. © 10 
| He looks but ſomething roggodly tho' methinks. 
..i, FOQURBIN. E: | 

Bot; Sir, his Parts will atone for his Perſon ; Forms 
and Faſhions are the leaſt of his ſtudy : he affects a fort 
oF tor pot ame Neg Fl be indeed, But, Sir, make 

of him, and you'll find him a Perſon fit for the 
work of this World. . 8 ä ; 
1 DUNCE. 

* | What Trade are you, Friend } 

 #SLOODY-BONES. 

No Trade at all, Friend; I profeſs Murder: Rat. 
cally Butchers make a Trade on't ; tis a Gentleman's 
Divertiſement. 


The Sokpiz Fo run mg. 
9 e 

e 75 * 1 uit 
BYO0ODYBONES 


Yes, Sir, "tis my Livelihood ; I keep a Wiſe and 42 
WITTY 2 * es 


To ENT Moy! Heart: Wou'd 


| 'F 1. 
| "FOURBIN.. 3 
2 | wel, Sir, i po a ed Ear 1 


Soft and fair, Nr fone RENTS ot, 
lay out my. Money: Have you very good trading! 

days in your way, Friend ? t 
i BLOODY-BONEBS. 
In peaceable times a Man may eat and drink comfor. 
tably upon't: A private Murder done handfomely, is 
worth Money ; but now that the Nation's unſettled there 
28 that tis grows almoſt a 

Monopoly; you may have a Man murder'd Ame for lite 
or nothing, r 

1 5 Countryman are you T N 
moſt noble Sir ? | & 95 
BLOODYT:BONES. 

Indeed my Country is foreign, 8 
my Mother was an Apoſtate Greek, my Father a Rene- 
ado Fg, who by of Chriſtian 8laves 
grew rich ; for which when he lay fick, 1 murder'd him 
one day in his Bed, made my Eſcape to Ma/ra; where» 
embracing the Faith, | bal the Honour gives u to 
contend s hike] FOR On NY NG 


i Sir. Dew DUNCE. 11 
00 el L my bumble Service to g 


05G £ pe 


FS. 
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FOURRBIN., 
He tells you, Sir, hut the paked 
Sir Dawy DUN R. | 
Lee no in the et, mk wortly Sr Thoſe are | 
deviliſh Fellows, TH warrant 'em. , LA.. 
| — 1 | 
| War, Friend, ry ſhining Honour has been our Pro- 
dull ruſty Peace rede f w to this baſe Obſcurity. 
Ah Bloody-Bones! ah, when thou and 1 that 
Party at the Seige of 5 where, in the face of 
the Army; we took the impenetiable Half-Mooa, 
BLOODY-BONES. | 
| HalfMoon, Sir! by your Favour Mes a Whale Maco. 
FOURBIN. 
- Brother, -thon art in the right; duns a full Moon and 
Si Davy DUNGE. . 
ebe ier in Md Canals: but, is ts 


* 

. . *% 2 1 4 

J « * 3 > a 
4 1 


mean while, to our Bufineſs. 


FOURBIN. 
_ With all wy Heart, ſo ſoon as you pleaſe, 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. F 
Vo you know this Braugard? HE devils Fellow, f 
can all you chat; he's a Captain. _ 
"ES ERSITN” ” 
| Has he a Heart, think you, Sir ? oy 
DSi Daw DUNCE. 
O, like a Lion! he fears neither God, Man, nor Devil. 
| BLOODY-BONES. 
Pl bring it you for your Breakfaſt to- mor row: Geng 
1 never eat a Man's Heart, Sir ? 
ex Man's Heart, Friend? oh 
FOURBIN. 2 6 
a Man's Heart, Sir, it makes abſolutely the 
beſt in the World: ; T have exten forty of en in 
ee eee 
Sir 


Ay „ ay, A 
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4 | Sir Davy DU NC; „ 15580 
ol Man's Heart! =y bumble Serves © yo 
B LOO DY-BONES 


they hone them always potted 
well-grown Dutchman's Heart makes an excellent © 


6,00 ae OP; 
© | i Day DUNCE. 


O Lord, 0 Lond! Friend, Friend, FR . 


How mach mult yos and your Companion have ch 40 
. | 


4 2 > TOS 
vou the Heart home to your 


3 


| FOURBIN.. _ 
You fay Sir, he's a Gentleman l- 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Ay, ſuch a fort of Geatlemen as ars about this Town : 
The Fellow has a pretty handſome « ; but I be- 
lieve Little or no Money in his | rr 
| FOURBIN. 

Therefore ws a like 10 have the honour to receive 
the more from your Worſhip's Bounty. 

„ FLOODFEIONES i: 

For my part 1 care\ for no; Man's Bounty : . 
c ONE 
one as I can. 1 | 18 

| Sir Dow DU c K. i 

Look you, Friend, don't you be angiy, .F Friend, doa? 
be angry, Friend, before you have occaſion: You lay 
foto Salter ſee how much you will — 4 
——— GO On In 
4 1 2 LE, 


E 


8 


| | Truly, Sir Dev. H ay the Man ma 
Vor. II. murder d. 


— Er eee Ae r e eee glare — —¾—wmĩ . ½⅛—ꝗF ] “ ²¹˙ 
* — n Gow 


eis The Set biza n Foxronr, 
murder d, without any remorſe for Merey; bete ixt Turk 
and Jow, tis honeſtly worth two hundred Pounds. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. © | 
Two hundred Pounds f why I'll have a Phyſician ſhall 


kill” a wribohe | for half the 
| BLOODY-BONE 8. 
- Damane, Sir, how do ye mean? 

Sir Dow DUNCE. 3 
Damme, Sir, how do 1 mean ? Damme, Sir, 4 


with my M 
ann Ibo oN 


Not Brother! 
a pans {77173 nk tv neat 
rotner, e 1 m 
bortte withal. 
BLOODY-BONES. 


Have I for this diflolvd Circean Charus ? broke Tron 
Dumuce, whilit from theſe firm Legs the well-fil'd uſcicf 
Fetters dropp'd away, and loft me Maſter of my native 


Freedom ? 
dur Dey DUNCE. 


What dver he mean now ? 
„ FOURBIN, 


Truly, Sir, I am forry to fec it with all tee 
'tis a Diſtraction that frequently ſeizes him, tho' I am 
Torry't ſhould happen fo unlockily at this time. 

| Sir Day) DUNCE. 

_ Diftradted, ſay you ! is he fo apt to be diſtradted ? 

|  FOURGBIN © 

On Bir taging mad: Werber tive by Morder ave al - 
* Guilt will never let us fleep. I beſcech you, Sir, 
ſtand clear of him, he's apt eo be very miſchievous at 


theſe unfortunate Hours, 
| BLOODY-BONES. 


| Have bes dranlewith render lnfams Blood, and ripp'd 
Wombs 7 Have theſe bold Hands ranſack'd 


up em 
the Temples of the Gods, and ſtabb d the Prieſts before 
heir lan? Have I done this? hah ! 
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Sir Deey DUNCI. 

No, Sir, not that I know, Sir, I would not fay any 
ſack thing for all the World, Sir : Worthy Gentleman, 
I beſcech you, Sir, you ſeem to be a civil Perſon, I be+ 
ſcech you, Sir, to mitigate his Paſſion, I'II do any thing 
in the World ; you ſhall command my whole Eſtate. 

FOURPDBIN. 

Nay, after all, Sir, if you have not a mind to have 
him quite murder d, if a ſwinging Drubbing to bedrid 
him, or fo, will ſerve your Turn, you may have it at 
a cheaper Rate a great deal, 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

Truly, Sir, ö 
conſider Matters better, I wou'd not by any means be 
guilty of another Man's Blood. 

FOURBIN. 

Why, then let me confider——to have him beaten ſub. 
ſiantially, a Beating that will flick by him, dens 
——half the Money. 

Sir Doty DUNCE. © 

What, one hundred Pounds ! Sure the Devil's in you, 
or you would not be ſo unconſcionable, 

BL OODY-BONES. 

The Devil ! where? where is the Devil ? Shew me; I'll 
tell thee, Belzebub, thou haſt broke thy Covenant ; didit 
not thou promiſe me eternal Plenty, when I refign'd my 
Soul to thy Allurements ? 


Sir Day DUNCE, 
Ah, Lord! | 


BLOODTYT-BONES. 
Touch me not yet ; I've yet ten Would Merders 8 
act before I'm thine: With all thoſe Sins I'll come wich 
full Damnation to thy Caverns of endleſs Pain, and 
howl with thee for ever. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. | 
Bleſs us! what will become of this mortal. Body of 
mine Where am I ? is this a Houſe? dollive? am 1 
Fleſh and Blood? K 2 BLOODT- 


* 


220 The Sorpi's Foz rx. 
BLOODT-BONES. | 
There, there's the Fiend again! don't chatter fo, and 
grin at me; if thou mult needs have Prey, take here, 
take him, this Tempter that would bribe me with ſhining 
Gold, to ſtain my Hands with new iniquity. © 
Sir Daw DUNCE.' 

Stand off, I charge thee, Satan: whoſoe'er heyy art, 
thou haſt no Right nor Claim to me ; VI] have thee bound 
in Necromantic Charms. Hark you, Friend, has the 
Gentleman given his Soul to the Devil ?  - 

FOURBIN, 

Only _— it a little; that's all. 
Sir Daw DUN CZ. 

Let me beſeech you, Sir, to diſpatch, and get rid of 
him as ſoon as you can. I would gladly drink a Bottle 
with you, Sir, but I hate the Devil's Company mortally 
As for the hundred Pounds, here, it is ready ; no more 
Words, II ſubmit to your good Nature and Diſcretion. 

FOURBIN. 

Then, Wretch, take this, and make thy Peace with 

the infernal King; he loves Riches, ſacriſice and be arreſt. 
BLOODYBONES. .. 

Tis done, I'll follow thee, lead on; nay, if thou Halle, 
I more defy thee; Fee, Fav, Fum. [ Ex. 
1 FOURBIN. | 
| 2 5 is very odd, this. 

Sir Davy DUNCE, 

Very odd, indeed; I'm glad he's gone tho”, 

FOURBIN. | 

Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, we'll refreſh 80506 0 with 
a chearful Glaſs, and fo Chague un cher lui ] wou'd 
fain make the Gull drink a little, to put a little Mettle 
into him- | Aue 

Sir Dawy D U N.. 
With all my Heart, Sir; but po more "Rooms = the 


Day: if * love me. 


x Z 575 
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| 1. AA OQURBIN, © 
The Devil's an AG, Sir, and here's = He 
chalk that Gly CITE 
Sir Davy DUNG E. 
With all my Hearyand n br, Works too. 
- ROURBIEN 
Ney. bir, you muſt do me right, 1 aſſure you, 
Sir Davy DUNCE. | 


* - 


Not ſo full, not fo full, that's too much of all Cunſci- 
ence ; In troth, Friend, theſe are fad Times, * 
Times ; but here's to ou. 

FOURBIN. | 
Por o'the Times, the Times are well enoogh, Slog 
as a Man has Money in his Pocket. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 


FOURBIN.' 
FF 
Sir Dovy DUNCE. ; ld 


TR OURBIN. PTY 
Ms Yonder Ree time to ſett him, 
and the Buſineſs ſhall be done effeftually, I'll warrant 
you. Here's reſt to his Soul. _ 
| Sir Davy DUNCE. | 
With all my Heart, Faith ; I hate to be uncharitable. 


nr Coontrins' ad Drewer. 

" ,.COURTINE. 
2 „tis a very impudent thing not to be drunk 
N an Rogues i, in Tvers 0 ung 
K 3 
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and be ſober, wins Lanny drack by Gat 
lons? and I'll have none on't. 

Sir Davy DUN F. 

O Lord, who's there ? [Sits up in bis Chair. 

2 your — our Houſe will be utterly 

ruin'd by this means. 
COURTINE. 
Damn your Houſe, your Wiſe and Children, and an 


your Family, you Dog. — Sir, who are you ? 


— 
Sir Day DUN 
Who am I, Sir? what's that to you, Sir? Will you 


fckle my Foot, you Rogue? 
COURTINE 
Tu tickle your Guts, you Poltroon, preſcotly. - 
Si Dow DUNCE. 
— you Mad-cap! Tü c. your Toby 


1 

* COURTINKES. 
What, wich that circumcis'd Band ? that grave hypo- 
 exitical Beard of the Reformation-cut ? Old Fellow, 1 


iech-Whore ; I'll 
Kiſs you, you Jade ; IH raviſh 
n 


COURTINE. 
N e i I care not if you were a Conflable and 
all his Watch: What, ſuch a Rogue as you ſend honell 


Fellows to Priſon, and countenance Whores in your Ju- 


riſdiction for Bribery, you Mongrel ! I'll beat you, Sir- 
rah, III brain you ; I'll murder you, you Moon Calf. 


[Throws the Chair after him. 
Sir D 
- Sie, sb. Str, Coaſtal, 


DUNCE. + 
We, Stokes, Stokes, Tiger 


COUR- 


The Sor oz — 223 


«a =" arm per nt d THC. 
Huzza, Beangerd / 6; tals 
Enter Bzavaany and Sir Tort x Jonas, | 

FOURBIN. - 

Well, Sir, the Bſioſ is dons, wo have banai'd 

murder you. F 
BEAUGARD. 

Murder'd 1 who's to be murder'd, ha, Pd ? ä 
Sir UMBLE. 

You are to be d, Friend ; 289502 


der d, Friend. 
. BEAUGARD. k #9 
Bur how am I to be murder ? who's 10 murder we, 


I beſcech you. 
| FOURDIN. 


Your bamkle Sara i 
ö gy ys Sir Dey has giv'n me this Gold 


w do it 
BEAUGARD: b 
Sir Davy / uncharitable Cur; what! 3 


neſt Fellow for civil t his 3 
wy nnn. 


1 

TUMBLE. 

No, "tis for noek civil to hjs Family, da is megns, 
Gentlemen; therefore are you to be murder'd to night, 
and bury'd a- bed r ROS WT 


BEAUGA 
Tundutend y 


you, Friends ; the old Gentleman has de- 
Pr butcher d, and you have kindly con- 
triv'd it to turn it to my Advantage in the Affair of Love, 
1 am to be munder'd but as it were, Gentlemen, hah ! 


You H FOURBIN. + 

our onour 

= 8 has piercing Jadgment. Sir, Captain 
BEAUGARD.. 


| No mater, ler kim $9: ke tas = Dev. is pat in 
K4 Prac- 
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this Night too, and would perhaps but ſpoil ours. 
when, Sir olly, is this Buſineſs to be brought about ? 
Sir Joly FUMBLE, 
Preſently, "tis more than time twere done already; 
go, get you gone, T'fay , hold, hold, let's ſee your 
Teft Ear firft, hum you are a Ne yare a 


Rogue; * get you gone, go. [Exeunt. 
SCENE changes to Gorent-Garden Pizza. 


Enter Sy uv1 a and: ber Maid in the Bak, 
M 41D, | 
But why, Madata, will you ſe kim fo inhumanly 
Im conſdent he loves you- ' ' 
S171. 5 
Oh! e Louth hed e ein dne = wo 
R — 222 


„ 1 714. 2 1 4 | (z; * 
Here they are, 1 8 | 
t | 2 32 272 ' MAT 5 5 


on Les low dee inthe — to Tr, bog 
Lo wad n e 
3 8 
"s þ 2714 
1 wonder eld & lrg the Clock has e 
Twelve. + 


1 2 # * 
41 * L 


i "Enter Covarins. 


Re N 
And was ſhe not kind tome? 

„ Te lack up ber Cat in ber Cupboard, 

| And give her Key to me, to ne \ 

To lock up her Cat in her Cupboard, 


nf pe go. * mt 1 


SY I 


* 
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SYLFITA. 

This muſt be he: Ay, 'tis he, and as I am a Virgin, 
roaring drunk; but if I find not a way to make him 
COURTINSE. 
| Here, here's the Window: Ay, that's Hell-door, and 
my Damnation's in the Infide. Sy, Sylvia, Syiwia ; 

dear Imp of Satan, appear to thy Servant. 
S774. 
Who calls on Sylvie in this dead of Night, 
When Reſt is wanting to her longing Eyes ? 
COURTINE. | 
'Tis a poor Wretch can hardly ſtand upright, 
Drunk with thy Loves, and if he falls he ties. 
SYLYIA. 
Courtine, is it you? | 
 COURTINE. 
Ves, Sweet-heart, tis I; art thou ready ſor me ? 
SYLYIA. 
Faſten yourſelf to that Cord there ; there it is. 
COURTINE. 
Cord! where? Oh, oh, here, here; ſo now to Heav'a 


in a String. 
SYTLYIA.. 


Have you done? | 
 COURTINE 
Yeo, I have 4 we and would fain be doing 


too, Haſly, 


| 571714 
. They pull away, boa up, hos up, hoa up : $0, avaſt 
there, Sir. 
| COURTINE. 
Madam. K 
| 874 F Sw 
Are you very much in love, Sir? 
COURTINE, 
Oh, , G damned. Pl 67 
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SYLYTA. 
I am forry for't with all my Heart: Good night, 


Captain. 

CO URTINE. 

Ha, gone! what, left in Era/mus's Paradiſe, between 
Heav'n and Hell ? if the Conſtable ſhould take me now 
ſor & ſiragling Monkey hung by the Loins, and hunt 
me with. his Cry of Watchmen ! Ah Woman, Woman, 
Woman! Well, a merry Life and a ſhort, that's all. 

Sings. God proſper long our Noble King, 

Our Li ves and Safttic: all. 
I am mighty loyal io night. 


Enter FournIN and Boopr-Bonns, ar from Sir Davy 
D uv Nn Houſe. 


_ FOURBIN. | 
Murder, Marder, Murder ! Help, help, Marder 
COURTINE. 
Nay, if there be Murder ſtirring, tis high time to 
ſhift for myſelf. { Climb: up to the Balcony. 
SYLYIA — 


Ah, h, h, h, h! 
BLOODY-BONES. 


Yonder, yonder he comes ; Murder, Marder, Marder! 
[Exeunt Blood. and Four bin. 


Emer Sir Day D uncut. 


Sir Dawy DUNCE. © 
Tis very late; but Murdet is a melancholy Buſineſs, 


und Night is fit fort. PII go home. Il 


FERMIN. 
Who's there ? 
Sir Davy b UC Z. 
Who's there ? open the Door, you Whelp of Bahylee. 
VERMIN, © ; 
Oh Sir! y'are welcome home; bur here is the baden 


Nes! here has been Murder committed, Sir. 
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| Sir Dey DUNCE _ 
Hold your Tongue, you Fool, and go to ſleep t get 
you in, do you hear; you talk of Murder, you Rogue 
you meddle with State Affairs 1 Get you in. 


The Scene apent is the middle of the Hau, and diſevoers 
Sir JoLLyY JUuBLs and the Lady putting Captain BrAv- 
| CARD in order as if be wwere dead, { 2 ano. 
| Sir Joly FUMBLE, _ 
Lie fill, lie fill, you cloſe, cloſe when I bid 
vou: You had beſt queſt and ſpoil the Sport, you had * 
| | BEAUGARD. 
But pray how long muſt I lie thus ? 
Lacy DUNCE. 1 
I'll wrrant you'll think the time mighty tedious. 
BEAUGARD. if 


Lau Sir Dow Dunct 


how doſt thou do, my Dear, ? nrg; 


My Der, 


228 Tube Sorbizz's Fon runs. 
* DUNCE. 
Ab, 5 Y'ave ruin d me, your 
Family. your Fortune all is ruin d; where all. we go, 
or Whither ſhall we fly? | 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Wbere ſhall we go! Why, we'll go to Bed, you little 
WM ras Why, you are not a Wench, you Rogue, 
you are — a very Boy, and * * you the betier 
e „ hey! | 
Li gel. Lay DUNCE. | 
Ab, ain MENS ra. : 
| Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Bleſs us! a Maw nod __p what, upon wy Hall 


Table! 
2 4 DU v c r. + | 
Two re Mo him in juſt now, pronouncing 
_ 'this int uman Deed was done by your Command: Sir Jc/.y 
came in the ſame Minute, or ſure I had dy'd with my 
ak. Bear An n 1 — on a 8 


ITT. DUNCE: 
N nner to be fav'd, . Neighbour, [ a heya 
with em to baftinado him in a way, or ſo, as ohe Friend 
might do to another ; but do you iay that he is dead ? 
Sir folly FUMBLE. | 
Dead, dead as Gay; Murk if and uſeleſs all, 
thing about him Airrings but all's cold and fill ; I _ 
him = a ; y Fellow once, are ated Fellow 5 tis a 


* 1 


ities. IA 
= diol oy Sir! Davy DUNCE.. it it a1 
15 Ne ta Dao? IL throw m) elf upon bm. bis 
His wide Wounde, and weep till blind as Band. wa 
| La DUNC 4 ay 
Oh, come not near him, there's ſuch horrid Antipathy 


follows all Murders,” is I -would fircam afreſh 
ſhould Aline but er 91 * 


e 018 4.3 1895], yi od vod; 2ob wod mud + 3 1 
2 
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Sir Deey DUNCH. | 
© Dear Neighboor, dearet Neighbour, Friend, dir Joly, 
as you love Charity, pity my wretched Caſe, and give 
me Counſel ; I'll give my Wike and all my Edaze tm-have 
—— tr brag ere rode: neg 
| Sir Telly JUMBLE. 
Alas-a-day, Neighbour, never thiok ond, never think 
on't ; the Dogs will 6nd him there, a4 they ſcrape Holes 
ade race: there is but one way that I know . 
Sir D DUN. 
VM hat is it, dear Neighbour, what is it? You fee 
Tam eben my Le who ell { hows endonty me 


of my Fears. I 
Sir Jug JUMBLE. 

Truly che bed thing that I can think of, is pattiog of 
him to Bed, putting him into'a warm Bed, and try to 
fetch him FF 
thing in the World ; my Lady may do much too, ſhe's a 
grod Woman, and I've been told underflands a greea 


Wound weil. | 
F Ss y ; DUNCE., EST ee FOR 
My Dear, my Dear, my Dear! | gy a ng og 


a DUNCEZ.. 
'S | Bear me away, oh 


nd me hence afar off, whe 
unhappy Name may be a Stranger; and this fad 
dent no more remember'd to my Diſhonour. 4 
"8% Dawy DUN. -# 

Ah, but my Love! my Joy! are bee no Bowel 


in thee ? 
Lacy DUNCE. 
What would you de me dotit 2 ons i bak 
Sir Day DUNCE. | 
Pr'ythee do ſo much as try thy Skill, there may be nne 
Dram of Life left in him yet; take him up to thy 
Chamber, put him into thy own Bed, and try what thou 
can't do with him; priythee do; if thou can des 


os 
. 


pers — —˙ EE IC e 


to perſuade her if it be ph ble 


250 The Sor dt n's Fortune. 


Motion in him, all may be well yer; I'll 
In the Garret, and ſay my Prayers in 
Lady DUNCE. 
Will ye then leave is Ruin on wy Hands ? 
Sir Day DUNCE. 
Pray, pray, my Dear; "I biftoch you Neighbour, help 


[go upto » Li #*q Clos | 


cr b FUMBLE. b 
Faith, Madam, do, try what you can do. I havea 
great fancy you may do him good; who can tell but you 
may may have the Gift of Stroking? prayMadam, be perſuaded. 
Lacy DUNCE. 
Tu do whate'er's your Pleaſure. 
Sir Dowy UUNCE. 

That's my beſt Dear: Ill go to my Cloſet and pray for 
9 Alas, alas, that ever this ſhould happen— 


[Exir. 
 8BEAUGARD. 
80, is be gone, Madam, wy Angel! 
| Sir Jlh FUMBLE. 
What no Thanks, no Reward for old Folly now ? 
Come hither Huſſy, you little Canary-Bird, ou. re 
Hopo'my-thumb, come hither: make me a Cart'fy, and 


give me a Kiſs now, hah! give me a Kiſs I fay, odd I 


will have a KiG, fo I will, I will have a Kiſs if I ſet on't; 
ſhoogh, ſhoogh, get you into a Corner when I bid you 
ſhoogh, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, what there already? [She goes to 
Beaugard.] Well, I ha' done; this tis to be an old Fel- 


low now. 
BEAUGARD. 
And will you fave the Life of him y'ave wounded? 


DUNCE. 
Dare you truſt If to my Skill for a Cure ? 
[Sir Davy appears at a Window above. 
Sur FUMBLE. 
Clote, ' doſe, I fay again, youder's Sir 
Sir 
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22 . 
b Es 1 ; D! ve E. c 
Who's chat calls ? my Love, is't * 
Sir Dowy DUNCE. 
Ay, ſome Comfort, or my Heart's broke ! is there any 
Hopes yet? I've wy'd to lay my Prey're, and cannct : if 


he be quite dead, | hol oper gone again; TRI 


FU NSSE 7 

| ſmall Pulſe I think there 
is left, very lirtle: there's nothing to be done if you 
don't pray z get you to prayers whatever you do, get you 
gone; ney, don't ay now, fhut'the Window 1 wil you: 
NL Daw DUNCE © 
Well, this is a great Trouble to me; bat good night. 


Geod 
bee, 
— 


Aer Neighbour: nr 
rr darts fd 
2 be ſure 

flir till I come; piſh, none of 


wa Gen Davee) but dert fleal 8. 
pu remember, don't ye 
. | 
5 [only ole th Door 
a Twine that ke ny be lfe, ad be with 


Bonny La . 1 


˖ 1 
= $ 1 
— 3 3 ; * : 
And twonty thookand Poonds about thee, We, 
1 1 . "4 : : F 
: x * 8 7 4 1 a 1 ＋ 7 0 x Wy. 1 ay Z f p BE P 


gs NV I 
8 Wie = bs. y t; 
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A C * ” 8 c E N E 1. 
| CoonrIn bound on & Conch in Sruews Chamber, 


© COURTINE. 
Hie heigho! ha! Where am I? Was I drunk or no, 
laſt n ighe? Something leaning that way. But where 
the Devil am I? Sincerely in a Baudy-houſe: Fogh ! 
hate faiatiof Gn bs here. Let me look about; if there 
be ever a Geneva: Bible or a Practice of Picty in the Room, 
I am ſure 1 have gueG'd right. What's the matter now ? 
 Ty'd fait! bound too! What Tricks have I play d to come 
into this Condition! I have lighted into the 9 of 
ſome merrily-diſpos'd Chamber - maid or other ; and ſhe in 
a witty Fit, ſorſooth, hath truſs'd me up thus: Has ſhe 
pian'd no Rags to my Tail, or chalk'd me upon the Back 
owe Would 1 had her Miſtreſs bene at a Vepture, _ 
264 44:11 $SYL#FIA. M- 

"What would vou do with her, my enchanted Knight 
if you had her? You are too ſober for her by this time; 
next time you get drunk, you may perhaps venture to 
ſcale her Balcany like a valiant Captain as you are, _ 
| COURTINE. i 

Haſt thou done this, my dear Deſtruction ? And am I in 


thy Limbo? re when I am in my Deer, my 
Ce does run away with me now and then: but let me 


looſe, and thou ſhalt ſee what a gentle humble Animal 
thou haſt made me. Fye upon't, what tie me up like an 
ungovernable Cur to che Frame of a Table! let, let thy 

NET CE RTE LY es 


Fink. 
SYL 774. 
What with thoſe Paws which you have been 


Moor-PFiglds withal, and are very dirty ſtill; * 
| Ve 
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have been daggling yourſelf abroad for Prey, and can 
er 221422 

„ | 


MAID. © 
Shall I ſerch the Wip vad the Bell, Madam, and fab 
kim for bis fundly? — 4 
COURTINE. 


Indind, inderd  Do-yoo tony eo e 

Fleſh, Madam Flea-trap? Does the Chaplain of the 

4 you to the Exerciſe; that you are ſo ready for ie? 
8SYLYIA. 

11 you ſhould be ler looſe, and taken into Favour tiow, | 

you would be for rambling again fo We as. you had 

3 COURTING voi fob bak 


Do but oy 6, and ame e 
nme 


| 625 497; BT Act! 
| Promiſe to grantme but one 
Ga Gerne 
| ; 571 774. 
That any body may AL IFRS 
1 COURTINE. 5 


pen the Word — nay, as 1 hope to. 
| Pocket. 


1 


| "SEES. 
| . 1 believe him, Lhes you'll keep your Word 
7 0 e 
1 I dont, . 
r 
See, Sir, you have your Freedom. F's Fi 
COURTINE... 


well, now name T mA geg 774 


; 7 * A * * 2 73 r - 
HS * He TT 0% © las. * 7 
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SFL. | 
You, know, Sir, conſidering our ſmall Acquaintance, 
you have been pleaſed to talk to me very freely of Love- 


matters. 
COURTINE. 

I muſt confeſs I have been to blame that 
way; but if —— — i my Mouth 
after this Nights Adventure would I were well out of 
nya on | 

rie 


een nere for you mat 

underſtand, that ſpite of my Teeth, I am at laſt fallen 

in love moſt anmercifully. | 

COURTINE. 

And doſt thou imagine I am fo hard-hearted a Villain 
as to have no C of thee ? 
£57, RES EFESs 

No, no, for I hope he's a Man you can have no Ex- 


<eptions againſt 
COURTINE. 


Yes, yes, the Man is a Man, I'll affure you, that's; 
* 
| F 


aer 


gue him. 
COURTINE. 
| Whoever he is, he's an honeſt Fellow 1'll warrant him, 
and I believe will not think himſelf very unhappy neither. 
SYTLYIA. 525 
If a Fortune of five thouſand Pounds, t Nights, 
and quiet Days can make him happy, I aſſure you he 
may be ſo; but try once to gueſs at him. 
COURTINE. ; 
renn 4") 
| SLA. 
** who is it you would wiſh me to? 


COUR- 
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COURTINE.. 
You have hve thouſand Pounds you fay. 
| SYAY TA. 
Yes. 
COURTINE. 
Faith, Child, to deal honeftly, I know well enough 
who tis I wiſh for; but Sweet-beart, before I tell you 
my Inclinations, it were but reaſonable that I knew yours. 


S714. | 
Well, Sir, becauſe I am confident you will ſtand my 


5 Friend in the Buſineſs, I make a Diſcovery ; and to 


hold you in ſuſ , you muſt know I have a 
Months-mind tor an Armeullt of your dearly belov d 
Friend and Brother Captain's what iy you wel 
 _COURTINE. 
Madam your humble Servant, good b'w'y, that's all 
SYLF1 4. 
What thus cruelly leave a Lady that © kindly took 
you in, in your laſt Night's pickle, into her Lodging ? 
whither would you rove now, my Wanderer ? 
COURTINE. 
Faith, Madam, you have dealt ſo gallantly is wefting 
| me with your Paſhon, that I cannot ſtay here without 
„ rn es 
an gn Ln of . as you can be wit 
any Friend of mine. ak 


Mer with my Wako 

- ..COURTINE. | 

No, But it is with a certain Kinſwoman of thine, Child, 
they call her my Lady Dane, and I think this is her 
Houle too; they ſay ſhe will be civil upon a good occa- 
rr 
her Chamber a little. 

| 8YLP 14. 

What, commit. Adultery, Captain? fy _ 

What bazard your Soul? 


COUR- 
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COURTINE. 

No, no, only venture my Body a little, that's all; 
look you, you know the Secret, and may imagine my 
Deſires, therefore as you would have me aſſiſt your Incli- 
nations, pray be civil and help me to mine; look you 
no demurring upon the Matter, no Qualm, but ſhew me 
the 22 or you, Huſſy, you an do't; any Beed will 

ſerve at preſent, for I will go. 


STLYVIA. 
ut you ſhan't go, Sir. 


COURT IHE. 
nt go Lindy 3 
STEFTH. * 


No, ſhan't go, Sir; did 1 not tell b wich ents yes 
wa your Liberty, that you would de -ambling +. nl 


'COURTINE” 


Why, Child, wouldd thou be ſo uncharitable to tie up 


a poor Jade to an empty Rack in thy Stable, when he 
to o go elſe- here, and get rener 
a 
Any wafty Provender I fad will dee your Turn, fo 
e it but cheap, or at another Man's Charges. 
| n 


No, Child, n W hy len ee 


Field of my own, than live hide-bound upon the Com- 


mon, or run the Hazard of being 6 
for Treſpaſles. | | 
"1 314. 


Truly, all things conſider'd, *tis * Pity * 


a Husband - man as you ſhould want a Farm to cultivate. 
COURTINE. 


Wouldſt thou be but kind, and let me have a Bargain 


in a Tenement of thine, to” try how apes poets he 
with me. 
SYLV1 4. 
"An would you be contented to take e Leaſe fo 
your Life? 


- COUR- 


- 


- 


ung III tc 8 FI 
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COURTINE. © 
A pretty Lady of the Manor, and a moderate Rent. 
A Kat & 
Which you'll be ſure to pay very punctually ? 
COURTINE. 

"If thou doubreſt my Honeſty, faith e'en take u Vile 

Earneſt before-hand. 
„ 

Not fo haſty neither, good Tenant ; Imprimir, You 
ſhall oblige yourſelf to a conſtant Reſidence, and not by 
leaving the Houſe uninhabited, ſer it run to Repairs. 

| COURTINE. 
Agreed. 


e erer 
| er.... 
Eſtate well fenc'd and inclos'd, left ſome time or other 


| | your Neighbour's Cattle break in and ſpoil the Crop on 


the Ground, Friend. 


COURTINE. 


Very jus and reaſonable, provided I don't nd iv is 
too much too common already. 


5871774 
lun You ſhall enter into ftrict Covenant, not to take any 
other Farm upon your Hands, without my Conſent aud 
Approbation; or if you do, that then it ſhall be Jawfal 
for me to get me another Tenant, how and 3 


tlunk füt. 
COURTINE, 
Faith, that's „„ le me el bt 


Kann 
FA theſe Terms, we'll draw Articles, 


COURTINE. 
„ hid nh dei 'em? | 
Why, this hacraing) as toon as th ted o close Office 
in c Sn open - 


COU R- 


R 
e 70 ͤ— nie a” Et HARE Adonis es 1/11 Wan 
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COURTINE. 

A ; but how will you anfwer your Entertain. 
TT in MII} e WHIIOE 
unſeaſonable Hours? 

ST. 14. 


That's a Secret you will be hereafter oblig'd to keep 
for your own fake, and for the Family; your Friend 


nee vo 


COURTINE. 
Indeed I fancy'd the Rogue hae Miſchief in his Head, 


he OO Oye one Night, has he taken a 
Farm lately too? 
SYLPYIA. 
A Treſpaſſer, a n —s ane 
. d pere ee e ee Tür 


Eater Marv. 


MATD. 

Madam, Madam, have a care of yourſelf: I ſee Lights 
he e ON INI Sir Davy and 
all the Family are up. 

COURTINE. 

I hope they'll come, and carch me here: Well, now 
you have brought me into this Condition, what will you 
do with me, bah! 


SYLPYIA. 
You won't be contented for awhile to be ty'd up like a 
Jade to an emtpy Rack without Hay, will you? 
CO $a TINE. 
Faith e'en take me, and put — Mark upon me quick - 
ly, that if I light in ſtrange they may know me for 


a2 Sheep of thine, 


61114 
What by your wanting a Fleece do you tween f' If it 


wa be fo, come e follow your- Shepherd, Baaa. 
| len. 


Enter 
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Enter Sir Davy Dunci and VinmMin.. 


Sir Day DUNCE, 

I cannot ſleep, I ſhall not ſleep again: I have pray'd 
too ſo long, that were I to be bang d preſently, I have 
never a Prayer left to help myſelf: I was no ſooner laid 
upon the Bed juſt now and fall'n into a Slamber, but 
methought the Devil was carrying me down Ladgate- Hill 
a Gallop, fix puny Fiends with flaming Fire-Forks runn- 
ing before him like Link«boys, to throw me head-long in- 

to Fleet-Ditch, which ſeem'd to be turn'd into a Lake of 
Fire and Brimſtone: would it were Morning. 
VE RMIN. 
Truly, Sir, it has been u very diſmal Night. 
Sir Daty DUNCE. 
Bot didft thou meer never a white thing upon the Stairs, 
VERMIN. 

No, Sir, not I; but methoughts I ſaw our grent Dog 
Toute, wich his great Collar on, fland at the Cellar Door 
as | came along the old Entry. | 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
It'could never be, Tocuer , had this thing 


a Chain on? 
FERMIN. | 
No, Sir, 'no Chain but it had Tease Eyes for all 
the World. 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 
What, ugly great frighiful Eyes? 
VERMIN. 
Ay, ay, huge ſavcer Eyes, but mightily like Touner's. 
Sir Day DUNCE. 
Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Hark! Hark! 
VERMIN. 
What! what I beſeech you, Sir? 
What' that * l hear nothin 
| t s ypon e Stairs thou 
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 VERMIN. 
Hear nothing ! Where, Sir? 


Look! Look! what's that? — chat in the Cor- 


ner there? 


' FE R MIN. 


. Sir Davy DUN CE. 
There. ens 
1 ARMIN. 
What, upon the Iron Cheſt? . 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. | 
No, the long black thing up by the old Clock-Caſe. 
See ! ſee! Now it ſlirs, and is coming this way, 
FORMAT; < 
Alas, Sir, ſpeak to it, you are a Juſtice o Peace; I be- 
ſeech you; 1 dare not ſtay in the Houſe: I'll call the 
Watch, and tell 'em Hell's broke looſe 5 what ſhall 1 do ? 
. | ot 
Sir Davy DUNGE.. -- | 
On Vermin, if thou art a true Servant, have pity on 
thy Maſter, and do not forſake me in this diſtreſſed Con- 
dition. Satan be gone, I defy thee, I'll repent and be 
ſav'd, I'll bn. my Prayers, I'll go to Church; Help! 
kelp! help! Was there any thing, or no? In what Hole 


ſhall I hide mvſelf? 


Enter Sir JouLY JumBLEt FounrBin, and 
Bloopy-Boxgs 
Sir fely FUMBLE. 

. That ſhould be Sir Dawy's Voice; the Waiting. woman 
Indeed told me, he was afraid and could not ſleep; pretty 
Fellows, pretty Fellows both, you've done your Buſineſs 
handſomly ; what, J'll warrant you have been a Whor- 
ing together now; ha! You do well, you do well, I like 

you the better for't: What's o'Clock ? 
FOURBIN. 

Near four, Sir; "twill not be Day yet theſe two Hour: 
Sir 


The — Fonnent * 


ie Jap JUMBLE. 
| Very well, but how got you into the Houſe ? 

FOURBIN, 
Retainer of the Family, Fermia I think they 
cs let us in as Phyſicians ſent for by your Order, | 
Sis Joy JUMBLE. 
Excellent Rogues! And ren 

as I gave Directions? 
. FOURBIN. 
To a tittle, Sir; En ez; Sits 
ſerver of your Worſhip's Pleaſure n 
vant the Chevalier Fourb:n. s 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
Get you gone, you Rogue, you have a ſharp Noſe, and 
are a nimble Fellow; I have no more to ſay to you, land 
aſide, and be ready when I call: nn 
hem, hem, hem. | | 


Enter Sie Davy WEE. 


Hah ! what art thou ? 
A thou like the rugged Bankfide Bear, 
he F- CH Bull, or Monſter, ſhewn in Fair, 
Take any Shape but that, and I'll confront thee, 
Si b JUMBLE. © 
* I am thy Friend. 
DUNCE. 
Thou e Friend, for I defy thee. Sie 
Jolly! Neighbour! Hah P I» it you? Are you ſure it is 


you? Are you yourſelf # If you ne ue Sverige 
Alas-a- day, Iba“ ſeen the Devil. 


Sir UMBLE. 
yr SS | 1 
| Ay, ay, there's no help for't; at firſt l d it was 
a young white Bear's Cub in the of 


Awe wet tt eget 
Vor- II. | 4; Breeches 
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Breeches with wooden on, ſtampt about the Room, 
as if all the EN | 
there ; when all of a ſadden it appear'd like a leathern 
Serpent, and with a an 
of the Window. 

| 5 4 


3 
Sir Davy DAT 
That may be too; what, were you aſleep? 

Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
quotha, no, no; no ſleeping this Night for 
me I aſſure you. 

DUNCE. - 


Nr 
Well, what is the beſt News then ? "How does the Man? 


Sir u JUMBLE. 
Pen 2s he did belive he was born, nothing at all; he's 


dead. 
Sir Daw}. DUNCE. 
Dead! What, quite dead! 
Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
As good as dead, if wat quite dead; twa⸗ 2 
Murder! and then the Peres of Conkiene, Neighbour, 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
And truly I have a very terrify'd-one, Friend, tho' I 
never found I had any Conſcience at all till now. Pray 
where-about was his Death's Wound? 


TUMBLE. 
n Pags = dreadhul Gaſk. 
Une 

so very wide ? 

Sir Jolly FUMBL B. 

Oh, as wide as my Hat, you might have ſeen his 
Lungs, Liver and Heart, as perfectly as if you had been 
inn Bar. F 

Ivithere * 3 boryd, and con- 
ceal this Murder? Muſt I needs be hang'd by the Neck like 

2 
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a Dog, Neighbour ? De rte erif I would be hang'd? 
_— Sir , I muſt deal faichfully with you, you 
do y at preſent ; but have you 
een ſay ea), 


D DONCE. 
Ay, furely y op the Devil, nothing elſe could have 


Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
Bleſs us, and guard us all the Angets! whars that? 
Davy D'UNCE. 


JUMBLE. : 
Neighbour, uhh ans you; Plank bir: Boaw?: 
| Sir Doww DUNCE. | 
Ah, whatever you do, be ſure to ſtand clole to me 


UMBLE. 
of a Coach and fix Horſes 


| DUNCE. 
Deliver us all, he won carry me away in that Coach 
and fix, will he? 


Sir UMBLE, 
Do you ſee it? ** 
See it! Plain, plain: dear: Friend advice me what 1 
eee 
Joh, ha! has he left me alone ? Yermin. 


Sir. 
Sir Davy DU Ne 0 
Am I alive? Doſt thou know me again ? Am 1 ty 


CUPS IN rol 
VER MIN 


40 es dn 3 — 


VERXMHIN. 

I hope 1 ſhall never forger you, Sir. 

Sir Davy DNA. Xx 

Didi thou ſee nothing ? ol ob 
FERMIN. ; va 

Yes, Sir, methought the Houle was all ore, Fir 


as it were. 1 
| Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Didf thou not ſee how the Devils u and ae 
their Teeth at me, Vermin?*? 
* FVERMIN. | 
Alas, Sir, 1 was afraid one of en would have bit of 
my Noſe, en he vaniſh'd out of the Door. 
. Sir Daw DUNCE. | 
| LAN we ney, It gp ts any With, FE Giobpiny own 
dear Wife; run away to the Temple, and call Counſellor 
my Lawer, ll make over my Eſtate preſently, I ſhan't 
Iive till Noon; III give all I have to my Wife. Hah, 


Permin! ' 
VERMIN. 

Be! bir, ſhe's a very good Lady. 
| Sir Daw DUNCE. 

Ah neck, much too pr for me, Yermin ; thou canſt 
not imagine what ſhe has done for me, Man; ſhe would 
break her Heart if I ſhould give any thing away from her, 
ſhe loves me ſo dearly. Vet if I do die, thou ſhalt have 


all my old Shoes, 
VERMIN. 


N a fair Day yet tho. 
Si Day DUNCE. 
Ah, II rr lead me to my poor 
Wife. | [Excunt, 


SCENE drazs and diſcovers $- Journ Ly Ju usr, 
1188 BeauGarD, and Lady, in her Chamber. 
Lady DUNC FE. L af 
Wut ink vou now of 4 * wet —— over 
* 11 the 
8 


4% 


Cheats and Hectort, and fo ſent home at three o'Clock 
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Thoug hs of Cir ad hve «hound eg ere me 


in my "Solitude ; when cer I march'd, I fancy'd fill 
was to my C/ariada; when I fought, I ws, for 
for my Clarinda; but when I came 
Clarinda loſt! —— How could you think 
a Night in the rank ſurſeiting Ra of 1 
Monſter, chis rotten Trunk of a Man, 2 
Lacy DUNCE. | 
The Perſuaſion of Friends, and *. IAN ＋ 


Parents! 
2240042 b. 
And had you ap more Gras, then tobe re. 


Methinks, then, you might 
ber Shift to have thrown away r W 
ſeous old Age, and unwholeſom 
Lady DUNCE. 
What, upon ſome over-grown Fail fed Cen Foal, 
with a Horſe Face, a great ugly Head, and a great fine 
Eſtate ? one that ſhould have been drain'd and ſqueez'd, 
and jolted up and down the Town in Hackneys with 


every Morning, like a lolling Booby, flinking, with g 

Vell -full of tumm'd Wine, and nothing in's Pockets. 
F ' SF AUGARD. 

0 | You might have made a tratable Beaſt ef fach . d 


rr Lab 
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a DUN CI. | 
Is Yomh then fo gentle, if Age be fubborn? Young 
Men like Springs wrought by a fubde Work-man, caily 
ply to what their Wiſbes preſs em; but the Deſire ance 
gone that kept em down, they ſoon ſtart ſtraight again, and 
n 
ton Jolly ar ib. Door perping- 
80 Fat 4 FUMBLE. 
© Bo, fo, who fays | fee any thing now ? I ſee nothing, 
not 1; I don't fee, 1 doo'e for, 1 don't look, not fo 
much as look, not I. | [Bnter, 
Enter Sir Davy Doc. 
Sir Davy DUNC E. | 
1 will have my Wife, carry me to my Wife, let me 


1 and die with my Wife, let the 
il do his worſt; ab, my Wife, my Wife, my Wiſe !-— 


La DUNCE. 
- Alas! alas! we are ruin'd'! ſhiſt for yourſelf ; coun- 
terfeit the dead Corps once more, or any thing. 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
- Hah! whoſoe er thou art thou canſt not eat me; ſpeak 
to me, ie Thou canſt not ſay I did it. 


AA 

Did ity Hd A "of eres nobody ſays you did any 
thing that f know, Neighbour; what's the matter with 
you ? what ails you? whither do you go? whither do 
you-run ? I tell thee here's nobody ſays a Word to you. 
Sir DUNCE. 

Did not you ſee the juſt now ? 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 

Ghoſt! pr'ythee now, here's no Ghoſt; whither would 
5 go? I tell you, you ſhall not flir one Foot farther 
an, the Devil take me if you do, Ghoſt, pr'ythee here's 

no Ghoſt at all, a little Fleſh and Blood indeed there is, 
me old, ſome „ ſome alive ſome dead, and fo 


young 
th; bet Ghot, pits here's no Chad. 4 
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Sir Doww DUNCE. - 
But, Sir, if I ſay I did ſee a Ghoſt, I did ſee a Ghoſt, 
an you go to that; why ſure I know a Ghoſt when I ee 
one: Ah my Dear, if thou hadft but ſeen the Devil half 


e 
DUNCE. a , 


| Sir Fly FUMBLE. 
Ghoſt! Alas-a-day, what ſhould a Ghoſt-do here ?. 
Sir * DUNCE. 
And is the Man dead ? 

Sir. Folly JUMBLE. | 
| Dead, ay, ay, fark dead, he's tiff by this time, 
Lal DUNCE. ; 

Here you may 


ſee the horrid ghaſtly SpeQacle, the 
fad Efefts of my too. rigid, Virtue, and your too fierce 


Reſentment —— 
. Sir v1 
We | 
| Si Dow DUNCE. 
Ay, ay, I do ſee, would I had never feen him; would 


| Sir foly FUMBLE. 


In troth, and would he had; 


like the Shadow that vaniſheth, — 
eth, or like the Flower that fadeth; or indeed, like any 
things, cr anther Lhe working | But we are all mortal. 
Sir Dy DUNCE. | 
| Heigh ! or 


* 
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ER DUNCE. 
+ Down, down that Trap-door, je goes into a Bathing- 
room; for the reſt leave it to my Conduct. 
» | Sir folly FUMBLE. 
Tis very te, you ſhould run yourſelf into 
NE rn, Sir Davy. | 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 2 
Indeed and fo it is. 
- Sir Folly FUMBLE. | 
For a Gentleman, a Man in Authority, a Perſon 1 
Jen, one that us d to go to Chure . with his Neighbours. 
de Davy DU NZ. | 
Every Sunday, truly, Sir Folly, 3285 
Sir Folly JUMBLE. | 
Pay Scot and Lot to the Pariſh. 


Si Davy DUNCE © 
Six Pounds a Year to the very Poor, without Abate. 


ment or Deduction: Tis very hard if ſo a common. 

r ght to ride —— 

; * Morning to make utchers 

and Suburb-A eo des a Nan oliday ; FR vos Tow By. 
"IP | "8 Jah FUMBLE. PT Oe 

Run any why your Elze will be forfeited 

you'll loſe your Eſtate, Man. - > 


ky Davy DUNCE, 
Truly you fay r ph, Fiend dx Ma had beer bo 


r . 
e thi 


Er * 
ing neither: What, the Fellow was but a fort of an un- 
accountable Fellow, as I heard you ſay. 
8 Sie Daw DUN CE. 
Ay, ey, a Por on him, he was s foldierly fort of a 
Vagabond; he had little & nothing but his Sins to live 


upon: If I could have had but Patience, he would have 
been hang'd within theſe two Months, and all al rod 
chief fay'd, 


* & ; 5 | [Beaugard 


7 | 
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| [Beaugard rico op Ghe « Gheft at f joft 
15 Sir Davy. 


57 Jah JOMBLE i; 


Sir Davy DUNCE. A 
I dare not ſtir, I ſaw the Ghoſt again juſt now. 
Lads DUNCE. 
75 Day DUNCE. 
| Why, there! there! 
Sir 7, UMBLE. 
Here has been ns Gol. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
L DUNCE. 
| $iv Davy DUNCE. | 
Then Ian enchanted, ps nes — 
| 2 1 
Dae 
Remov d! _ Lats a hund | Pound the 


Body wees 


6 


Su 44 6 2 * 


JUMBLE. 
i have diſcover dert a 
my 
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my Lady's Chamber and one that belongs to me; if you 
think fit we'll beat it down, and remove this trouble- 
ſome Lump of Earth to my Houſe, 
Sir Davy D UNCE. 
But will you be ſo kind? 
Sir Joly TUMBLE. | 
If you think f my by any mean be ericeale to you 
Sir Davy DUNCE. - 
Truly, if the Body was remov'd, and diſpos'd of 
Privately, that no more might be heard of the matter 
e Ali. 
a JUL. 
1 1 warrant you ; but in troth I had ut- 
terly forgot one thing, utterly forgot it. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
What's that ? | 


Sir Joly FUMBLE. 

Why, it will be abfolutely neceſſary that your Lady 
ſtaid with me at my Houſe for one Day, * 
better ſettled. | 

Sir Davy DUNCE.. 

Ab, Sir Jelly! . you think fit; any thing of 
mine that you have a mind 10; pray take ber, pray take 
her, you ſhall be very welcome, Hear you, my deareſt, 
there is but one way for us to get rid of this untoward 
Buſineſs, and Sir Jolly has found it out; therefore by all 
means go along with him, and be rul'd by him; and 
whatever Sir Jo/ly would have thee do, een do it: 80 
Heav'n proſper ye, good b'w'y, good b'w'y, till I fee 
you again. | . 

| ir Joly FUMBLE. 

This is — the civileſt l in Ps Town 


| * 
BEAUGARD. | 
1 be gone? [Steps out. 


* 
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L DUNCE. 
Yes, and has left poor me here. 
BERAUGARD. 
1 nenn DIES nas 
mit a horrid Murder on the Body of an innocent poor 
Fellow, and then leave you to ſem the danger of it. 
Sir Joly JUMBLE. k 
Odd, an I were as thee, Sweet-heart, I'd be reveng'd 
on him for it, ſo [ would. Go get you together, ſteal out 
of the Houſe as ſoftly as you can, I'll meet you in. the 
Piarxxa preſently ; Nee 
and don t let Sir Davy ſee you. [The Scene fbuts. 


Sir JoLLY comes forward, Enter Bluoony-Boxes. 


Bloody- Boner. 
BLOODT-BONES. 

I am here, Sir. 

Sir ly JUMJSLE. 

Go you and Fourbin to my Houſe preſently ; bid 
Monſieur Foarbin remember that all things be order” 
according to my Directions. Tell my Maids to, I am 
U — 
and the Banquet I ſpoke for, ready preſently : And d'ye 
hear, carry the Minſtrels with you too, for I'm refolv'd 
to rejoice this Morning, Let me ſee Sir De. 
Emer Sir Davy WAS 


IM Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Ay, "4h 1 7 tv the Duflnch docs FT ence 


be fatisfy'd till I am ſure : Have you remov'd the Body? 


is it gone? 
FUMBLE. 
ye, my Ser cone 'd it out of the Houſe 
3 * Sir Davy, a good Morning to you: I 
Loh! your Health with all my Heart, Sir Dawy; the 


— 


firſt thing you do tho', I'd have you ſay your Prayers by 
ir 


all means, if you can. 
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Sir Davy DUNCE. 
If I can poſſibly, I will. 
1 Sir Folly JUMBLE. 
Well, good b'w'y. [Exit bir Jolly. 
M Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Good b'w'y heartily, _ Neighbour. —rmin, 


#Fermin, 


Enter Vs. MIN 


VERMIN. 
e e 


* Sir Davy DUNCE. N 

Go run, run ntly over the Square, and call the 
Conſtable preſently ; tell him here's Murder committed, 
and that I muſt ſpeak with him inftantly——T'll een carry 
him to my Nejghbour's, that he may ſind the dead Body 
_ py = my Neighbour be very fairly hang'd in 
my ſtea a very Jeſt, as 1 ho 1 
ha, hai hey, 3 Fe # 
WATCHMEN. at the Door. 
; , Almoſt Four-o'clock, and a dark cloudy Moning ; 
Bod. mono. my Matters all, . 


Enter Conſtable and Watch. 


. CONSTABLE. | " 

How's this, a Door open! Come in,. Gentlemen 

Ah, Sir Davy, your Honour's humble Servant, I and my 

Watch going my Morning-Rounds, and finding your Door 

open, made bold to enter, to ſee there were no Danger. 

"Your Worſhip will * our Care; a good Morning to 
vou, Sir. 


a 8 D DU N . 

- Oh, Mr. Conſtable, I'm glad you're here, I ſent my 
Man juſt now to call you. I have fad News to tell you, 

Mr. Conſtable. | 14 


CONSTABLE. 


172 I am ſorry ſor that, Sir; ſad News! 3 _ 
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Sir DUNCE. 


| Oh, ay, fad News, very fad News truly: Here has 
2 been Murder commited. 


CONSTABLE. 


| Murder! if that's all, we are your bende Servants, | 


Sir, we'll bid you good-morrow : Murder's nothing at 
par ag Night in Covent-Garden. 


Sr Dey DUNCE. 
: ©; berediis io 5 hare bibedy dlerder, done under my 
Noſe ; I cannot but take notice of — or cho 
tell you the Authors of it, very ſorry truly. 
- CONSTABLE. 

Was it committed here near- hand ? 
* S8, Deo DUNCE. | 

Oh, at the very next door; a fad Murder indeod. 
After they had done, they carry'd the Body privately into 
my Neighbour Sir Jo Houſe here ; I am forry to tell ir 
«you, Mr. Conſtable, for I ann afraid it will look but ſcur'rily 
on his ſide ; tho' I am a Juſtice o' Peace, Gentlemen, and 
am bound by my Oath to take notice of it ; I can't belp it. 

'\  IWATCHMAN _ 

I never lik'd chat Sir Neth. 
*'CONSTABLE. | 

He threatned me t'other day for carrying a little dirty 
dra mary Whore to Bridewell, and ſaid ſhe was his 
Cou Sir. If your Worlkip thinks fit, A 
bis Houſe. 


 & Daw DUN CE. 
123 . means, N it muſt be ſo; Juſtice 
"muſt have its courſe ; the King's liege SubjeQs muſt not 
be deſtroy d. Yermin, carry Mr. Conſtable and his Dra- 
ns into the Cellar, and make em drink ; I'll but flep 


into my Study, put on my Face of Authority, and call 


upon ye inſtant] | 
1 "nt WATCHMEN. 3 
1 chazk ycur Honour. [Fear 


* 
* 
5 


» 
* 
* * — e. EIS 
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SCENE. changes vo Sir Jo x Junnun";. A Banquet. 
Enter Sir JolLy JomnLe, _—_— Beaucan, and 


Lady Du wes. 


Sir vi FUMBLE. 
$0, are ye cone ? J d Ns odd y'are welcome, 
very welcome, odd ye are; here's a ſmall Banquet, but 
fit ye down, fit ye down boch 
together, nay, both together : A pox © him that parts 


ye, I fay. 
BEAUGARD. — 
Sir Jolly, this might be an Entertainment for Anthony 
and Cleopatra, a —_— 
FUMBLE... 
. — — they are dead 
and rotten loag ago; come, come, time's but ſhort, 
time's but hor, and muſt be made the beſt uſe of; for 


Youth's a Flu that ſoon deer fade, 
And Life is but a Sjan; 
Man was for the Woman made, 
And Woman made for Man. 


Why now we can be bold, and make merry, and friſt 
and be briſk, rejoice, and make a Noiſe, and—cdd, I am 
leas'd, mightil 'd, odd I am. 
n ; FO: DUNCE. 

| Really, Sir ly, you are more a Philoſopher than 
thought you were. | 

Sir Joly FUMBLE. 

Philoſopher, yes, Madam, I have read Books 
in my time; odd, Ar//or/e, in ſome things, had very pretty 
Notions, he was an underſtanding Fellow. Why don't 


ye eat, odd an ye don't eat—here Child, here's ſome Rin- 
goes, help, help your Neighbour a little; odd they are 


cordial. 
very good, very comfortable, very . BE 40. 
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Sir Jolly, your ” 
> © Ld 
Wih all av Hin | 
Lac DUNCE. 
Dear Sir Jolh, L 


beſore. 
| Cir JUMBLE. 

That | ext is, cn ned, tes 
Root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, I gather em every 
May myſelf ; odd, they'll make an old Fellow of fixty five 
cut a Caper like a Dancing-Maſter ; give me ſome Wine; 
Madam, here's a Health, here's a Health, Madam, 
here's a Health to heats Tir Davy, ith and trath, ha, 
ha, ha. [Da. 


ae 1 6. 


_ RALOODTY-BONES. 
Sir, Sir, Sir! What will you do? Yonder's the Com- 
fable and all his Watch at the Door, and threatens De- 
moliſhment, TLC NET 


| Ba 36.4.4 7 To 
Odds fo! Odds fo! Conſtable and his Watch! 
What's to be done now ? Get you both into the Alcove 
there, get ye gone quickly, y; no Noiſe, no Noiſe j; 
| Qv'ye hear, the Conſtable his Watch! A pox on the 
Contable and his Wark ; What the Devil have hs 
Conſtable and his Watch to do here ? 


Enter Conftable, Watch, and Sir Davy Doncs. Ceens 
Butt. Sir Jol Iv JUMBLE comer forward. 


| CONSTABLE. 
This way, this way, Gentlemen ; ſtay one of ye at 
the Door, and let no body paſs, do * 


your Servant. 
ly FUMBLE. 
What) this Ourage, this Diſturbance committed upon 
LJ Sh .my 
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my Houſe and Family; Sir, Sir, Sir! What do you mean 

by theſe Doings, ſweet Sir? Hoh! 

*CONSTABLE. 

Sir, having recciv'd. Information, that the Body of a 
murder'd Man is conceal'd in your Houſe, I am come, 
according to my Duty, to make Search and diſcover the 
truth Stand to my Aſiſtance, Gentlemen. 

Sir Foly FUMBLE. 

A murder'd Man, Sir! 

Sir Daw DUNCE. 

Tes, a murder'd Man, 2, Sir: Sir Folly, Sir Tel, I am 
ſorry to ſee a Perſon of your Character and Figure in the 
Fand, concern'd in Murder, I ſay. 

K Sir Joly FUMBLE. 

Here's a Dog ! Here's a Rogue for you! Here's a Vil- 
lain ! Here's a Cuckoldy Son of his Mother ! I never knew 


a Cuckold in my Life, that was not a falſe Rogue in his 


Heart; there are no honeſt Fellows living, but Whore- 

-maſters. Hark you, Sir, what a pox do you mean? You had 

beſt play the Fool, and ſpoilall, you had; what's all this for? 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

When your Worſhip comes to be hang'd, you'll find 


the meaning on't, Sir. I fay once more, ſearch the Houſe. 


* CONSTABLE. 
It ſhall be done, Sir; come along, Friends. 


[Extunt Conflable and Watch. 


* . en 

Search my Houſe! O Lord! Search my Houſe ! What 
1e I ſhall loſe my Reputation with Man 
and Woman, and no body will ever truſt me again: O Lord! 
Search my Houſe ! all will be diſcover'd, do what I can; 
Pl ſing a Song like a dying Swan, and try to give them 
2 

Go frem the Window, my Love, 5 my Love, 

Go from the Window my Dear; 
The Wind and the Rain 
Ha, brought em back again, 


Aid thou canſt have no Lodging bere, ® Lord ! 


e Sorpirn's Foros. ** 


i =D 


Sir Daw DUN. 
Break down that Door, I'll have that Door broke open} 
break down thee Die” I Gy. 


Sir Joly JUMBLE. 
Very well done, Break down my n 
my Wall, Gentlemen ! plunder my Houle ! ravith my 
ee 
and Cuckolds. 


SCENE deu. . Bzaucanp 2 


ä Diet. ij. id 1 
84 UAA. 
Stand off, by Heav'n the firſt chat comes here comes 


upon his Death. 
* +. Sir Davy DUNGE.. ie 
„% 
again with all my Heart ; Gentlemen, here's no barm 
done, Gentlemen, here's no body murder'd, Gentlemen, 
the Man's alive again, Gentlemen ; but here's. my. Wiſe, 
Gentlemen, and a fine Gentleman with ber, Gentlemen: 
8 


| That he's a CSA. M. Condabe L. 
7 /954 4 3 | 

N 50, 55 he Wire of tows haha at wy 

Heels, or I ſhall fo feage ye. 4 af 


FUMBLE. 

Get zo gone, ye DA bs Rogues, ye- Night-Toads 
of the Pariſh Dungeon; Aerb PH at theſe un- 
rr 

ada di; > 


77785 

And next for you, Sir, Coxcomb, you ſee I am not 
merder's the' you pabd well for the Performances, what 
E 


Jaw 


— r . r er * 
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Emer Founn1n and BLOOD r. Bon s. 


| Look ye, Sir, he can cut a Throat upon occaſion, and 


here's another dreſſes a Man's Heart with Oil and Peppers 


better than any Cook in Chriſtendom. 


FOURBIN. 
Will your Worſhip pleaſe io have one for your Break- 


faſt this Morning. 


Sir Day DUNCE. 
With all my Heart, Sweet-heart, any thing in the 
World, faith and troth, ha, ha, ha! this is the pureſt 
Sport, ha, ha, bal 


Enter Vznamin, 


FERMIN. 
Oh, Sir, the moſt unhappy and moſt ot 


News! There has been a Gentleman in Madam Suu,“ 
Chamber all this Night, who juſt as you went out of 
Doors carry'd her n whither they are gone no 


| d Dem DUNCE. 
Wi ell Hear, Ian glad on't, Child, We an 


if he'd carry'd away my Houſe and all, Man. Unhappy 


News, quotha | poor Fool, be does not know I am a 
Cuckold, and that any body may make bold with what be- 
longs to me, ha, ha ba T am { pleas'd, ha, ha, ha, 
nn 


ha, ha. 
 BEAUGARD. 

* Nay, Sir, I have a Hank upon yon there are Laws 
for Cut-throats, Sir; and as you tender your ſuture 
Credit, take this wrong'd Lady home, and uſe her hand- 
ſomly, uſe her like my Miftreſs, Sir, do you mark me, 
that when we think fit to meet again, I have no Com- 
plaint of you; E Friend. 

Sir Toly FUMBLE. 


In troch, and it is but re e very reaſanablein troth, 


Lady 
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Laly DUNCE. 
Can you, my Dear, forgive me one Mis , 
'; moſt hom- 


dir DUNCE. 
— — Cuckold, Sir Davy Dance, | n 
ha, ha, ha! C 
Enter Sylvia follow/d by Cova. 


8114 2 
Sir Jolly, n 
| UMBLE. | 

My little Minikin, N 
| | BEAUGARD. 
My dear Courtine, welcome. 

jan: Sir 7. UMBLE. 

Well Child, and 2 EA that wicked Fellow do to 

thee Child ? hah Child, Child, what would he do to thee? 
? SYLFYFI A. | 

Oh, Sir, he has moſt inhumanly ſeduced me out of 
my Uncle's Houſe, and threatens to marry me. 

oe. 

Nay, Sir, and ſhe having no more Grace before her 
Eyes neither, has e en taken me at my Word. 

| Sir e FUMBLE. 

In troth, and that's very uncivilly done: I don't like 
theſe Marriages, I'll have no Marriages in my Houſe, and 
there's an end ont. * * 

Sir Day DUNCE. 
And do you intend to marry my Niece, Friend ? 
COURTINE. 

Yes, Sir, and never ask your Conſent neither. 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 

In troth, and that's very well ſaid; I am glad on't 
with all my Heart, Man, becauſe ſhe has five thouſand 
Pounds to her Portion, and my Eſtate's bound to pay it; 
well, this is the happieſt Day, ha, ha, ha. ks 


- 
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ere take thy Bride; like Man and Wife agree, 


And may the prove as kind—as mine to me, He, ba, ba. 


BEAUGARD. 


_ Courtine I wiſh. thee joy: thou art come opportunel y 


to be a Witneſs of a perſect Reconcilement between me 

and that worthy Knight Sir Davy Dunce ; which to 

preſerve inviolate, you muſt, Sir, we part, enter 

into ſuch Covenants for Performance as 1 ſhall think fit. 
Sir Day DUNCE. 9 

No more to be faid, it fhall be done, Sweet-heart : 


But don't be too hard upon me, uſe me gently as thou 


didit-my Wife ; gently, ha, ha, ha! a very good Jeſt, 
Pfaith, ha, ha, ha ! or if he ſhould be cruel to me, Gen- 
tlemen, and take this Advantage over a poor Cornuto, to 
lay me in a Priſon, or throw me in a Dungeon, at leaſt. 
I hope among all you, Sirs, I ſhan't fail 
To find one Brother - Cuckold out for Bail, 


c 


* * 
* * . 
* * Fo - 
. 
* * « 


F 
| 1 in f & R $ i 
* * 


N 
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And by Imaginatjon half grown mad, 


The Poet lid abroad bis Maſe, | 
And let ber range, to ſes what cb. 
Straight like a Bird got looſe, and on — ** | 
Plat with ber RET 3 
Each Note aua, ecche'd all the Boa 
And thit xvat what fhe utter'd in Joy four | 
Wretch, write ne more far (an uncertitin F aine, 


Nor call thy Mali, ile thee art 6h. to blame 4 


Confider with thyſelf be thou rt unfit 

To make that Monſter of Mankind, a Wit : 

A Wit's a Toad, who fu with fill Pride, 

Full of himſelf, ſcorns all the World befide ; 

Civil would ſerm, the) be good Manner: lacks, 

Smiles on all Faces, rail; behind all Backs. 

If ver, geod-natur'd, nought to ridicule, 

Good-Nature milis a Wit into a Fool : 

 Plac'd high like fome Jack-piudiling, in a Hah, 
At Chriſtmas Revell be maker Sport for all. 
So much in little Praiſes be delights, 

But when bt: angry draws bis Pen, and write : 
A Wit to no Man ill bis Dues allow; 

Wits will net part with a good Word that, dur. 
So wwhoter wentures on the ragged Coaft 

Of flarving Poets, certainly is left, 

They rail like Porters at the Penny-Poft. 

Ht a new Author's Play fee one but fit, 

Making bi. Jnarling froward Face WI Wit, 


OV Tl tif Pos nk et 
% in Brain and Penfooe in bis Breaf, 
„ Thoughts which make th Unbappy Jad, 


The 


chi > E E 1 * ,Q. G6, * E h 
wes like a Tax from a oor Wretch that wants 


O Poets, have a care of one another, 


There's bar diy one amongfh yo true th tothet : 
Lu Trincalo's and Stephano's, ye play 8 
The def Tricks each other to burg. 594 TFT 


And all is one another 3 

Of Praiſe, the Monfler ef your 4 ' 98 
Enjoy the Proftituts c | ; 
Enjoy ber tothe full sf your Diffre, : ! 
Whilft this poor Seribler woher to retive, 

Where he may 10 ir repeat bis Follies more, * 

But curſe the Fate that aurech him on your Shore. 


| Now you, who this Day as his Fudges fit, 
After you ue beard what he has ſaid of Wit ; 
Ought for your own ſakes not de be ſevere, 
But fhew /o much to think be meant none here. 
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I ELANDE, 


Eldeſt Son to the Right Honourable the 


Marquis of HALLIFAX. 


25 Lon, 


0) T was not without a great deal of 
Debate with myſelf, that I could re- 
gf reſolve to make this Preſent to your 
7 Lordſhip : For tho' Epiſtles dedicatory 
| * be lately grown ſo epidemical, that 
cither ſooner or later, no Man of Qua- 

lity (whom the leaſt Author has the leaſt Pretence 
to be troubleſom to) can —_— them; yet me- 
thought your Lordſhip ſhould be as much above 
the common Perplexities that attend your Quality, 
as you are above the common Level of it, as well 


in the moſt exalted rees of a noble 

Spirit, as — a piercing Apprehenſion, 1 Under. 

ſtanding, and Do ng Judgment, all 6} evans 
ity and ſcenfion ; of 


by an vligi 
which 1 often, in the — of your Conver- 
cauſe to he proud; and for 


tation, had 
—— 1 1 Emer, now, 
Vol. II. M 8 And 


to be 


ſmip being the beſt Panegyric 


it is upon that Pia 1 ns preſume 
helter this Trifle under once, ] hrs pe for 
S areas nocd of fark Fran: having 
at its firſt coming into the World met with mary 


9 and very induſtrious ones too; but this 
Twas fure it muſt "mw — —ͤ— 


22 "#4 e its Defe will overthrow 
Emvy ; Rn Never anos bs 
the moft imeterate Malice; and whoſe Wit mah þ 


"My 1, Tat but dyno bore Kath 


Impertinence and Formality, to pretend here an 
Harangue of thoſe Praiſes 2 e: For he 
who tells the World whoſe Son you are, has ſaid 
enough to thoſe who, do not know you; and the 
Happy few, whom You have pick'd and choſen for 


ur Converſation, cannot but every Hour you 
are pleas'd to beſtow upon them, be ſenſible of more 


——— tell them in a Volume : Your Lord- 
upon —— the 


— of that Great Father of er of his Country, who 
— manner of Confuſion, Rui 8 
in upon us, like the Guardian Angel 


of theſe Kingdoms, ſtood up; and with the Ton m 


of an Angel too, the Subtleties of 
Infernal Serpent, who would have debauched ar 


from our Obedience, and turned our Ed into a 
Wilderneſs. Certainly his Name _ be for ever 


bonourable, precious his Memory 
Goperation, who durſt exert his 


= when — 


happy his | 


and ſit to inherit his 
ſhining Virtues of your Mind, the 1. y 
Difpolition of your Loyalty, the Goodneſs and 
obliging Temper of your Nature, i 1 by 
which only I muſt ever hum 

r: _ of my own, 


ed to take Opporeanity of refling the World 
be mach ] defre 60- bv HOI 


Nur Lordfbip's - 


humble Servant to be commanded, 


72 „ 
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Ve fro ELLER 
| er were to be 
To me the Cay/e ſeems eafly underſlvod : 
Fier there are Poets prove not very good, 
Who, like baſe Sign-Poft Dawbers, waning Shll; 
Steal from great Maſter's Hands, and Copy ill. 
T bus, if by Chance, before a neble Feaſt 
Of Ges rous Wit, to whet and fit your Tafle, 
Some poignant Satire in a Prologue %, 
Each Poctatier thence preſumes on Rules, 
Aud ever after calls ye downright Fools. 
Theſe Marks deſcribe him. ; 
Writing by rote; ſmall Wit, or none to ſpare 
Jingle and Chime's bis Study, Toil and Care : 
He always in one Line unbraidi the Age; 
And a good Reaſon why; it rhymes to Stage. 
With Wit and Pit he keeps a hideous Pother ; 
Sure to be damn'd by One, for want of Pother: 
But if, by Chance, he get the French Word Rallery, 
Lord, how he fagues the Vigar-Maſque: with Gallery 
"Tis ſaid, Aftrologers firange Wonders find 
To come in two great Planets /ately join'd. 
From our two Houſes joining, moſt will hold 
Vaſt Deluge: of Dulneſs were forerold. 
Holborn now being borne away 


* * * as y 
5 1 
* 


F 


PROLOGUE. 
Politick Dirties, full of Sage Debate, 
And merry Catches, how to Rule the State. 
Vicars negled their Flacii, te turn Tranſlators, © 
And Whey-fac'd Beay's writs Sadres ; 
Thengh none can gue/1 to which met Pra belongs, 
Te the lar Verſions, Scandals, or rhe Songs. 
For all thing: xew by Contrarie facceed ; 
Of Wit or Virtue there; no longer need : 
Beauty ſubmits to bim who loudeff rails; 
She ftars the ſaucy Fop, and be prevails. 
Ne 2 devi/e, 

all Honeſty, and ri/e. It 

Villains a»d Paraſites Succe/t au gain ; _ 
But in the Court of Wit, S Dulnels 1. 7 pe” 


No Lu tb" angry 'Squire give his "dw, 
Tu Crevat-flrings, but uri. 12 us avore ; 
Rhymeſters ger Wit, ere they pretend to ſhow it, 
Nor think a Game at Cramboe makes a Poet: 
Elk ir our Author bepelt/t of Succeſs, 
But then hit Study ſhall be next time Is : 0 
He'll find out Ways te your Applanſe more eaſy ; 
That in, writs wworſe and <worſe, "till be can pleaſe ye. 
'Y 
> 


Mrs. Fes. an Exchange - Woman, 
Phillis, Parcia's Woman, 


Chloris, Lucretia's Woman, 


Six Ruffans, Footmen, a Dwarf, and Page. 


** 


THE 


Or, mega P-. 
SOLDIER” 8 ForTun® 


NETL SCENEL, 


Enter Bn a VOARD and bis FATHER: 


| BEAUGARD: 14 38 
IR, | heed IG lags be 
noos'd. Why, I beſeech you, Sir, tell me plainly and 

fairly, what have I done, that I deſerye to be ma. 


FATHER. 
Why, Sauce box, I. your old Father, 22 


fore you were 
RBAUGARD.. 
Ay, Sir; and 1 hank. you, the next thing oi 


was, _ Conſequence of which was as 
as [ NA ſent me to Nurſe, where 


I ſuck'd two Years at the dirty Dag of = foul-feeding 

Witch, that liv'd in a thatch'd Sty upon the neighb'ring 

Common; as ſoon a5 I was big enough, that you might 

be rid of me, n 
| $ 


we gf 


2 dle Arnis: or, 


e 26d box'l by à dick hel Block-head, Ma. 
cou d not read himſelf; where 1 learned e 
got no Ment, bat ſuch as the old Syceabu: his Wife 
ata Price, ern 4 
s e 
Wr! IS FATHE G_ C1, 
 Sirrab, it was the more — on” cs fac 
5 fat, fat, ue. I 
. We d 8 
— ei 


aca Face ke — 
* fa. | ” 1 


7270 5 
- My next Remoyal was home agaip; and then 
not L208 char ed db eee. till after a — 
month's Deliberation, out of abundance of Fatherly 
| rn you very civilly and 
Wirly turw'd wo ont of your Joon. 
r 
The impudent, na ens Veer pi fc 
r ns Cy Conn: 
bine. Turn d you out of my Doors! 
BEAUGARD. 
- Yes, turn'd me ont of Doors, Sir. 
FATHER. 
© Had I not reafon, Maſter Hefor? * 
 BEAUGARD. 
As I had then, fo have I now too, Sir, more Manners 
than to diſpute the Pleaſure of a Father. 
\ Nay, the Rogue has Breeding, that's the truth on't ; 
the Dog would be a very oo 
l ; 
IF BEAUGARD.. | | 
Turn'd out of Doors as [ was, you may remember, 
Sir, you gave me not a Shi nn 
Views ws al Lad o wd — 72 


Government, where (Hewven be — _— 
Virtues need grow rufty. e u 
BEAUGARD. 
Sir, I hope I have brought you no Diſhoneur home 


FATHER. N 
Nay, the M Þ: lars ihe 


unhandſomely, that's the Truth of the Buſineſs; but e 


| Sir, that © e of 
zung : 3 


was your elder Brother, ag»; Lady 
He 


Family already, 41] on mrs 

; to do with it. 175% M6 

3 FATHER. 

Here's + gent here's a Villain! 2A —_ 
Ms 
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ee. 
Rebel: I ſhall ſee you hang d, Sirrak. Come, come, let 
me examine you a little, white 1 think on't : What 
__— ——— T4 

Sir, I hope t dae dom, * 
95 ir, care, was 
me Chriſten'd. * ww as 
" r 
2 Oh Lord! Chriſten'd ! here's an Rogue, 
: inks be has Religion enough, ihe ca br cal ike 


wr mak 
BEAUGARD. 
Why, Sir, would you have me difown my Baptiſc ? 
FATHER. © 
No, Sirrah : but i would have you own what fort of 
Chriſlian you are though. 
BEAUGARD. 
What fort, Sir ? ä 
FATHER. 


Ay. Sir, what ſort, Sir. 
JUG D. 
| Why, of the honeflr bn os 
ö FATHER. | 
As if there were not Knaves of all forts! 
BEAUGARD. 
e 


FATHER... | 

And that for ought you know, may be of uo fort at all. 
 _G8FAUGARD. | 

rene. 

e ere 

r . 
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| FATHER. 
— nd look ma iy the 


. e>'6 ndtee wat 
AREAUGARD. 
But I'll do j 


might have been, and that your Revenues are 
anticipated, be pleas'd, Sir, 1 
as you can, and my Servant ſhall not fail to meet you at 
your Lodgings, wich a” hundred d 
CGuineas within this half Hour: E 
would marry ? a | 
FATHER n 
re 


is in N 
So, here's a Father — / em 


FAITHER. 


Bat look yoo Jack now, le Jack er-. 
BOW, 


a Year ! Why thou wilt be a damnable rich Rogue 
if thou doſt not marry 3 tho* I know thou wilt live 
and delicrouſly, cat und drink nobly, have always 
dozen honeſt, jolly, u6-ſpirited, forightly Friends about 
thee, and io 1orth, hah * Then for Marriage, to'fpealt the 
truth; ont, it is at the beſt but a 
neat; ivrt of Life; it ruin'd me, Juul, witerly rund thy 
poor vid Father, Nad. Thou wilt be W 


urn Jarlis- boy, Sad? ͤ ˙˖˙˙ Ä an 


1 " r — blo b. 
1 * _ " pd 4. 


x 85 
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ie, ͤ 

thy old Father a hundred Pound, or fo, pon 2 good Oe- 

don, Jack, after this manner, in a Friendly way: You 

has 't no mind tot, the trath oa't is, I would never have 
BEAUGARD. 

© Nor marry, Sir? 

cnath e NDOT OE i 


195519) +: >. BRLU GIRARD. 
No. A hundred Pound, Jack, is a pretty little round 


| BEAUGARD. 
I'll not fail of ſending it. 
oO Rat cnt ho ab MER 
Then, Jack, it will do as well to let thy Man come to 
me to Harry the Eighth's Head in the Back-Street, behind 
my Lodgings : There's a Cup of ſmart Racy Canary, Jack, 
will make an old Fellow's Heart as light as a Feather. Ah» 
little Jackie-Rogue, it glorifies through the Glaſs, and the 
Nits'dance about in't like Atoms in the Sun-ſhine, you 
24 af BEBAUGARD. 


Au, Man; 1 — — u old Tilbury 
Rate, with delicate red Faces, and bald Crowns, that 
1 o meet em there ; they help'd me to 

end my when I was young, and the Rogues are 

4 _ & FE AUGARD. 


| nnn Þ 1p Git 


* wats» . 427 
C 


an 14 ** U GAR . 8 
Never, the # nen 


FATHER. 8 
Ab, you wicked-hearted Rogue, Las wife 
4o then, that will be warlsz Ger i think, not muck works 
neither. Would I were a. Nr 
him Company for ane Week or a Fortni 
n on Tec, You jew } Son then 


. Canary— 
hal 
e 


| Adieu, Father.—Foarbize. 0 * ar eee 
Enter n 1 1. 


FOURDINE. - | uinctles 
BEAUGARD. 


This Father of mine (Heaven be thank d) is a very un- 
godly Father: He was in his Youth juſt ſuch another wick- 
ed Fellow as his Son Jobs here; but he had vo Eftate, 
there I have the better of him: For out of meer 


— EI —— — 


r CEO EY FP 
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ecution. „„ 040+ © nah 15 
with a Penſion into the Country : Ay, it maſt be ſo 


For, Wedlock, I deny thee ; Father, Ill ſupply thee; 
and, UTE I will have thee. Who's there 


"Ee - Enter „8 111. | 


de ee Rees © - 14 7; - A 
Oy, Sir, the molt fortanate Tidings! 
_ — S£&4UCA4RD. 
© What's the Matter ? 
pe . 5» * - - , Ar 
| Captain Courtine, your old Acquaintance, Friend, and 
| „ at 8 Sane, and defires 0 
[| ſee you, Sir. 
{| BEAUGARD. 
1 Courting / Wait on him up, you Dog, with Reverence 
uud Honour, . 
Enter CounTinE 
eon, 
Dear Beaugard/ 
| | BEAUGARD. | 
Ab, Friend from the very tendereſi part of my 
Heart I was juſt now wiſhing for thee. Why thou look 'N 
as like a marry'd Man already, e 
family Countenance, as ever I ſaw. | 
COURTINE. 


„ Beaugard, I am marry'd, that's my Comfort : 
nl I hear, have had worſe Luck of late; an old 
Uncle dropp'd into the Grave, and two thouſand Pound a 


Year into Pocket, Beaugard. _ 
hk BEAUGARD. 


'A ſmall Conveniency, Ned, to make my e 
a little more of a piece than it has been hither- 


to, in the Enjoyment of ſuch hearty, ſincere, honeſt 
n. anne * as thou 1. # 3 
31S 0s * TO 


1 4 
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 ... 'COURTINK. 
l Rene a Dove themes Bragpand—- 


| Sincere, 
| lam, fince 1 ſaw thee, in a few Words, grown an arranc 
Raſcal ; and for Good-aature, it is the very thing I have 
ſolemnly forſworn : R 


Devil's Name, I am nr 
321406 4490. 
'd! That is bs t « Women thou likes by 


* 
6 


nance, kiGs and part, and there is an End of the Bufinek,, 
CO URTINE. TE LE... 
Alas, Brakgard, thou art utterly 
knows it is quite on the 
call a Woman 1 do nor like, by 


„„ 
n ax et hw realy i hs mis 


«wt COURTINE. | 
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the be, fo order the Bus'neſs, that] am 12 


theſe fx Months 
ö. 


_ "COURTIAE. 225 

Why, thou canſt laugh, 1 fee, though. 
yi BEAUGARD. 

A, Ned, I have two thouſand Pound fer Armani, Ned, 
61d Rents and well Tenanted ; have no Wife, nor never 
will have any, Ned; reſolve to make my Days of Mor- 
ality all Joyful, and Nights Pleaſurable, with ſome dear, 
 Joveſome young beautiful, kind, generous She, that every 
Night ſhall bring me all the Joys of a New Bride, and 
none of the Vexations of a worn- out, * trouble · 
e ee Wife, Ned. 

OCD URY TYNE 

But where lies this Treaſure ? Where is there ſuch a 

Jewel to be found ? 
BEAUGARD. 

Ah, Rogue | Do you deſpiſe your on Manna indeed, 
and long after Quails ? Why, thou unconſcionable Hob- 
mail, thou Country Coulſtaff, thou abſolute Piece of thy 
own dry'd Dirt, would thou have the Impudence, with 
that hideous Beard, and griſly Countenance, to make thy 
.A before the Footſtool of a Bona Rola that I 
delight in ? For ſhame get off that Smit Horſe-cour- 
ſer's Equipage ; appear once more like Ceurtine the Gay, 
the Witty, and Unbounded, with Joy in thy Face, and 
Love in thy Blood, Money in thy Pockets, and good 
Clothes on thy Back, and then I'll try to give thee a Re- 
r away thoſe foul Humours Matri- 
mony has bred and fit thee to reliſh the Sins of thy 
Youth again. Bleſs vs ! What a Beard's ther} r 
ek e Star. 


eee. 
2. WII. beg 0 


* 
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I have wich'd it a Furze-buſh a thouſand times, when 


BEAUGARD. 
COURTINE. 


Wiſe.——Let me never live to bury her, if the Word 


* 7 a 
: * PS. - 


12 


BEAUGARD. 5 
Tu tell thee. In the firſt place, we are over-run with a 


The'ATHEIST: Or, 

of Vermin they call Wits, a Generation of Inſefts 
that ure always making a Noiſe, and buzzing about your 
Ears, concerning Poets, Plays, Lampoons, Libels, Songs, 
Tunes, foft Scenes, Love, Ladies, Perukes, and Cravat- 


1 


rings, French Conqueſts, Duels, , Snuf-boxes, 
Points, Garnitures, Mill'd Fourbet's Academy, 
- Politicks, Parliament-Speeches, and every thing elſe 
which they do not underſtand, or would have the World 


think they did. 
COURTINE. 


And are all theſe Wits ? n 1 

BEAUGARD.. 1 82 
Ves, and be hang d to em, theſe are the Wits. 

„ COUETINGS... . 

| 1 never knew one of theſe Wits in wy Life, that did 
22 be Pillory'd; twenty to one if half of em 
can read, and yet they will venture at Learning as fami- 
Fay, as if they had been bred in the Vatican. One 
of them told me one Day, he thought Plusareò well done 
would make the beſt Eng; Heroick Poem in the World. 


Beſides, they will rail, cavil, cenſure, and what is worſt 


of all, make Jeſts ; the dull Rogues will jeft, though they 


do it as aukwardly as a Tarpawling would ride the 


Horſe. 1 hats a pert, a., . Ragee from the dot- 


We. 4 
N BEAUGARD. 


| But above all, the moſt abominable is your Witty 


uire, your young Heir that is very Witty ; who having 
Ka pi been diſcharged from the Diſcretion of a Governor 
and come to keep his own Money, 
of Coxcombs of the third Form, who will be ſure to cry 
al 1 a. *, * . 

W 

Oh, your Aſſes know one another's Nature exatily, 
and are always ready to,nabble, becauſe it is the certain 
way to be nabbled again: But above all the reſt, what 
think you of the Atheiſt? 


BE AU- 


gets into a Cabal 


biens Foas ron. . $3 


COURTINE. 


| | BEAUGARD + 
— odd Man at 


1 — Ori" Or," 


when we have a Mind to make a Ballum of it indeed, 
there is no Lewdneſs fo ſcandalous that he will not be very 


proud to have the Honour to be put upon. 
 COURTINE. 
A very neceſſary Inſtrument of Damnation, truly. 


BEAUGARD. 
Beſides, to give 


pertinent ; but, barring his darling 
Companion pleaſant enough. Shall I recommend him 


Pounds, that he teaches Fa thy h 


Tell her ſhe has undone me, ſhe has choſen the only 
Way to enſlave me utterly ; tell her, my Soul, my Life, 
my future Happineſs, and preſent Fortune, are only 
what ſhe'll make em. 

BOY. 


At Seven, Sir. 
BEAUGARD. 

Moſt infallibly. 

COURTINE. 
Ay, ay, 'tis ſo: Now what a damn'd Country-itch 
have I, to dive into the Secret! Beaugard, Braugard, are 
all things in a readineG ? the Husband out of the Way, 
de Tamy dispor'd of? Come, Come, come, no trifling ; 
-—- « —_ and friendly, 


BE AU 


ns 
Topic, Blaſphemy, a 


to thy Service? I'll enter into Bonds of five hundred 
a way to get rid of 


as Whip anda Da — 
cor 
| And that i 0 f Tespe e you. | 
Later Bor with a Later. 
| 30 
Sir! 
BEAUGARD. 
My Child 
COURTINE. th 
| A Pimp, for a Guinea, he ſpeaks ſo gently to him. 
| BEAUGARD. 


MX = 2 | BY 


nm - wii  eT. . 
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__ BEAUGARD, | 
Ter Se OI Ned, you are married; that's all T 
HE DFT yO0 I b 
"COURTINE. 


Let a Man do a fooliſh thing once in his Liſeqime, 
and be ſhall always hear of it—Married, quoth ut 
Pr'ythee be patient: I was married about a Twelve 
month ago, bot that's paſt and forgotten. Come, come, 
communicate, commanicate, if thou art a Friend, . 


' BEAUGARD. 

. Not a Tue. Sr 
tho' I muſt confeſs tis not al ſo Gentlemand4ike 
a Companion: But what a Scandal would it be upon a 
Man of my ſober Demeanor and Character, to have the 


unmerciful T of thy Legitimate Spouſe roaring 


againſt rae, for ber Natural |Husband ! 
. COURTINE. 
It has been otherwiſe, Sir. 
BEAUGARD. 


Ay, ay, the time has been, Courtize, when thou wert 
in poſſeſſion of thy Natural Freedom, and mighteſt be 
rated with a Secret of this dope ee 
have open d this Billet, and ſhew'd thee this bewitching 


Name at the bottom: But woe and alas! O Matrimony, 


Matrimony ! what a Blot art thou in an hogeſt Fellow'® 
Scutcheon ! 


cob 
No mage to be laid ; I'll into the Country 


Houſekeeper ; my | 

Baſtards, till I command a Serag/is five Miles round my 

own Palace, and be beholden to no Man of two thouſand 

Pounds a Year for a Whore, when 1 want one. 
BEJSUGARD. 

_ Good Words, Ned, good Words, let me adviſe" you ; 


* * £ 1 
- F + +4 &- 5 


* * 


_ > Arartfiorri 0, 
none of your Marriage-qualites of Scolding and Railing, 
now you are got out of the turbulent Element. Come 
hither, come; but firſt let us capitulate: Will you promiſe 
me upon your Conjugal Credit, to be very 


and very civil ? 
| COURTINES. 
| As any made Spaniel, or hang we up for a Cur. 
BEAUGARD. 
| Then this Note, this very Billet, Ned, comes from a 
Woman, who, when I was ſtrowling very penſively laſt 
Sunday to Church, watched her Opportunity, mn 
me up ſor the Service of Satan. | 
 _COURTINE. 
Is the very handſom, Bangard? 
Theſe 4 | T 
uires, w get up to Town, 
Ms ey + eons as 2 ty'd-up hungry Cur, 
got looſe from Kennel, is after Crufts. Very handſom, 
id you? Let me ſee: No, not very handſom neither; 
but ſhe'll paſs, Ned, ſhe Il paſs. 
COURTINE. 
Young ? 


BEAUGARD. 
COURTINE. 

Oh Lord ! 

BEAUGARD. 

Her Complexion fair, with a glowing Blush always 


ready in her Cheeks, ——— — 
every Opportunity to ſeize and run away with ber 
COURTINE —© 
Oh the Devil, the Devil! This is intollerable. 
BEAUGARD. 


Her Eyes black, ſpa and 
888 


2 ery Deſcription. of her ſhoots me-through my 
. BEAU- 


— ä 


- 
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BEAUGARD. 


Her Hair of a delicate light Amber-brown, curling in 
huge Rings, IP 
BEAUGARD. 
Her Forehead large, majeſtic, and generous. 
COURTIFE. 
Very well. 
BEAUGARD. 
Her Noſe neat, and well-faſhion'd. 
__COURTINE. 
Good. 
3440641. 
With a delicious, little, pretty, 
 COURTING, 
Oh! 
BEAUGARD. 
 COURTINE. 
BEAUGARD. 


Teeth whiter than ſo many little Pearls ; a bewitching 
COURTINE. 4 
Ah h h 

BEAUGARD. 
. Then ſuch a Proportion, fach « Shape, fuck a Waſlo— 
COURTINE. a 
Hold: Go no lower, if thou lov' me. 
BEAUGARD. 
but, by your nn PARK Rs Wes 
r if ſhe loves me. 
COURTINE. 
But art thou certain, Beangard, ſhe is all this thou 
haſt cold me ? So fair, ſo tempting, fo lovely, ſo bewitch- 


N 
BE 4. 
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BEAUGARD. 
No; for, you muſt know, I never ſaw her Face in m) 
Life: But I love my own Pleaſure ſo well, that I'll imagine 
all this, and ten times more, if it be poſlible. 
COURTINE. 
Where lives ſhe ? 
BEAUGARD. 5 
That I know not neither; „ 
her fairly and ſquarely this Evening by Seven, at a cer - 
tain civil Perſon's Shop in the upper Walk, at the New 
r 
let me know more of her Mind. 
COURTINE. 
I'll e'en go home, ike a milenble Blockbead as I am 
to my Lodyivg, and fleep. 
BEAUGARD, — Ol 
No, Ned: Thou knoweſt my good Chances have al- 
ways been lucky to thee: Who can tell but this Lady- 
errant that has ſeiz d upon my Perſon, may have a firag- 
gling Companion, or fo, not unworthy my Friend. 


COURTINE. 
b pug f | 


WE; BEAUGARD. 

Not at all; for, w del heartily with thee in this Bed. 
neſs, tho' I never ſaw her Face, or know who ſhe is, yet 
. thus far I am ſatisfy d, ſhe is a Woman very witty, very 
well bred, of a pleaſant Converſation, with a generous 
Diſpoſition,” and what is better than all, if I am not 
extremely miſinform'd, of noble Quality, and damnable 
Rich. Such à one cannot want good, pretty, litde, 
Under-finners, Ned, > 1-2 ap on RO 
or two withal very « 


COURTINE. 
Why then I'll be a Man again. Wife, avaunt, and 
come not near my Memory ; Impotence attends the very 
Thoughts of thee. At Seven, you ſay this Evening ? 


BE AU- 


2 * o' 
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BEAUGARD. 


COURTINE. 
go along with thee, for a ſmall Venture in 
4 
BEAUGARD, 
With all my Heart. 
COURTINE, 
But how ſhall we diſpoſe of the burdenſome Time, 
"till the happy Minute ſmil.s upon us? 
BEAUGARD. 
With Love's beſt Friead, and our honeſt old 
tance, edifying Champaign, Ned ; and for good Company, 
tho' it be a Rarity, I'll carry thee to dine with the beſt I can 
meet with, where we'll warm our Blood and Thoughts 
with generous Glaſſes, and free-hearted ,Converſe,. till 
wo Forget th a, Oe Of AA 5 FR 
Beauties, and eternal Loving. 
COURTINE, 
Then here I firike the League with thee ; and now 


Methinks we're both upon the Wing together, 


Bound for new Realms of Joy, and Lands of Pleaſure; . 
Where Men were ne. er yet enflav'd by Wings. -. 
But all their Cares are handſomly contriving 


T'improve the noble Arts of * 8 (Ex. ! . 


A 0 r n. s 0 = * E I 
Enter Cath fie and BEAUGARD.. | 


COURTINE. 
drow Father ? | 


and as poor as ever his 
Vor. Il. 
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a hundred Guineas this Morning, which he will be ſure 
to loſe before to-morrow Morning, and not have a 
Shilling w help kimfett. 

COURTINE. 

Methought, as I look'd into the Room, he rattled the 
Box with « greke deal of Grace, and fwore half a donen 
Rappers very youthfully. 

BEAUGARD.. 

Pr'ythee no more on't, 'tis an irreverent Theme, and 


. Wen 


of 9. 
COURTINE. 

But then as to the Lady, Beaugard. 

BEAUGARD. 

"Tis near the Hour appointed, and that's the Shop we 
meet at; the Miſtreſs of it, Courtine, is a hearty Well. 
wiſher to the Mathematicks ; and her Influence, I hope, 
may have no ill Effect o'er my Adventure. 

COURTINE, | 
Wenn 2s % wage nnd fir Loving : 
The Lights on each hand of the Walk look ſtately; and 
then the Ruſling of Silk Petticoats, the Din and the Chat- 
ter of the pretty little party - colour d Parrots, that hop and 
flutter from one fide to th'other, puts every Senſe upon its 


Proper Office, and ſets the Wheels of Nature finely moving, 


BEAUGARD. 
Would the Lady of my Motion would make haſte, and 
be punctual; the Wheels of my Nature move fo faſt 
cl, that the Weight will be down bevors (he comes, 
Mr. FURNISH. 
Gloves or Ribbands, Sir? Very good Gloves or Rib. 
bands, Choice of fine Eſſences. 3 
J fell you nothing to-day ? 
BEAUGARD. | 
Truly, Miftrefs Furniſh, Tan come to lay out a Heart 
at your Shop this Evening, A e 
Adventurer don't fail to mect me _ 
1. 
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| Mri. FURNISH. 
What, ſhe that ſpoil'd your Devotion o Sy laſt 


Captain ? 
| BEAUGARD. 
Doſt thou know her, my little Farach ? 
Mr. FURNISH. 
There is a certain Lady in the World, Sir, that has 
done me the Honour to let me fee her at my poor Shop 
e | | 


| Emer Ponxcia mail'd, and and bebind BravGand. 


| BEAUGARD. 
And is ſhe very lovely? 
| Mri. FURNISH. 
What think you, Sir? 
BEAUGARD. 
Faith, cha ĩtably enough. 
M.. FURNISH 
I'll ſwear ſhe is oblig d to you. 
| BEAUGARD. | 
And I wou'd very fain be oblig'd to her too, if twere 
poflible. Will ſhe be here to-night ? 
| PORCIA. 
Yes, marry will ſhe, Captain. 
BEAUGARD. 
Are you there indeed, my little Picaroon / What, attack 
a Man of War of my Burden in the Stern, Pirate! 


„ eee, Or, 


4 COURTINE. 
Poor, Madam ! He has two thouſand a Year, and no- 
thing but an old Father to provide for. 
FOREES 
Sir, is this fine, ſober, eee 
rr Aﬀiirs fo wellulready ? 
BEAUGARD. 
| The Truth on't is, Madam, he does wait for an Office 
under me, and may in time, if he behave himſelf hand- 
ſomly, come to Preferment. 

| COURTINE. 

This I have got by my Beard already. If ſhe ſhould 
but know me now. 

BEAUGARD. 

| Well, Madam, are your Commands ready ? May * 
know the Task I am to undertake, before I lay claim to 
the Happineſs of ſecing that handſom, homely, fair, 
black, young, ancient, tempting, or frightful Face 
which you conceal ſo maliciouſly ? For hang me, as | 
have deſerved long ago, if I know what to make of thus 
extraordinary proceeding of yours. 
polen. 

In the firſt place, Captain, this Face of 1 mine, be it 
what it will, if you behave yourſelf as you ſhould do, 
ſhall never put you out of Countenance. 

8SEAUGARD. 

In troth, and that's ſaid kindly. _ 

PORCITA. 

For I am young, Captain. 

i BEAUGARD. 

I'm glad on't with all my Heart. 

PORCIA. 
And if the World pes wrt, not very ugly 
. BEAUGARD. | 
So much the better ſtill. 1 
8 PORCIA, 1 
Next, I'm no Hy pocrite. e 


15. . 
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BEAUGARD. | | 


Ha! 
PORCIA. 
But love my Pleaſures, and will hold my Liberty. 
BEAUGARD. 
Noble. 


| TY PORTIA. 
I am rich too. 


BEAUGARD. 
Better and better. 
PORTIA. 
But what's worſt of all 


| BEAUGARD. 
Out with it. 


e 
I doubt I am fillily in Love. "PF 

COURTINE. Y 

With whom, dear Miracle ? 

| PORCIA. 

Not with a marry d Man, fweet Monkeur Courtine. 


22 — 
* 
Madam good 
BEAUGARD. ; 
er Jour Dice Friend, no ruſſling: keep your Articles and 
ia” oY Wt 
Wiks, the laren in the 
Country, to run a wand'ring after new Adventures here? 
sa. beware 
1 COURTINE. 
Ay, and the Watermills too, Madam.—ln the Devil's 
Name, what will become of me. | 
POR Cl. 


For the Qxixor of the Country is abroad ; Murder by 
his fide, Enterpriſes in his Head, and Horror in his Face, 


5 cCOUR 


294 The Ar HEIST: Or, 


COURTINE. 
Oh Lord! 
80 BEAUGARD. 
Do you know this Friend of mine then, Madam? 
POR CJ. 


I have heard of ſuch a Hero, that was very famous 
about two Years ſince for ſelling himſelf to a Plantation 
in the Country, for five thouſand Pound: Was not that 
the Price, Sir? 

COURTINE. - 
Your Ladyſhip is pleas'd to be very free, Madam; 


that's all. 

| PORCTA. 

So were you at that time, — fad mefer parted 
with your dear Liberty on ſuch reaſonable Terms ſurely. 
Bleſs us! Had you but look d about you a little, what 
a Market might have been made of that wall proper» 


_ promiſing Perion of yours | that—— 


COURTINE. 
Hell confound thee, heartily, heartily. 
 _PORCITA. | 
That Face, which now, o'er- with rueful Beard, 
looks as you had ſtole it from the Retinue of a Ruffian 


Embaſſy! Fough! I fancy all Fellows that are * 


ſmell of Train- oil and Garlick. 
BEAUGARD. 

And yet twenty to one, that is a ſlinking Condition 
you'll have a Deſign to ſeduce ſome poor doating Mon- 
ner or another into, one Day, _ 

PORCTIA. : 

Never, by that Badge of Slavery, his Beard there, 

BESUGARD. 
How that dear Proteſtation has charm'd me! 
COURTINE. 

O' my Conſcience I myſelf could be half reconci!'d to 

her again too. 
1 


In ſhort, to * you one infallible Argument, that 1 | 
never 


— 


The Sorbit Foz rent. 295 
never will marry, I have been marry d already, that is 
fold : For, being the Daaghter of a very rich Merchant, 
who dying left me the only Heireſs of an immenſe For- 
tune, it was my ill Luck to fall into the Hands of Guar- 
dians, that, to ſpeak properly, were Raſcals ; for in & 
ſhort time they conſpir'd among themſelves, and for baſe 
= betray'd, fb, ap euiny" 0 Ie 6 COEIEEG 


_ that's all. 
BEAUGARD.. 

In troth and that's enovgh of Conſcience ; But where 

is this Husband ? ages Sue ot 


EIS 
ae 
eee. 
Amen, with all my Heart. 
ud by ay Woe 7 
Widow, Manhood, a downright Bawd 
Widow. * F 
PORCIA. 


N A. for 

ann think you ? * 1 

5 COURTINE 

Not meg than I wall, that thy eben were alive 

again to revenge my Quarrel on thee, 
BEAUGARD. 

And what's to be done, thou dear One? * 
r # 

Lock-vpen' tabs wa i Bitte, pitt and 

by the Honour of a Soldier conſider on ſome way for my 


Deliverance. 
BEAUGARD. 
From what? Where is the Danger ? 


 PORCITA. | | 
. Every way it threatens me: For into the very Hands 
my ill Fortune threw me before, r 


gain, Friend. 
N 4 BE AU- 


4 #.#4 
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, UAV RD. 
_ Hah! 
PORCIA. 
Tho Principal ve Uncle, d- eyrnaical and 
covetous. | 
BEAUGARD. | 
Hell confound him for jt. v 
PORCIA. 


My Fortune lying moſt in his Hands, oblig'd me upon 

my Widow hood to give up myſelf again there ioo, where 
he has ſecur'd and confined me with more Tyranny, than 
if I bad been a Pris'ner for Murder; guards me Day and 
Night \.ith ill-look'd that wear broad, 
terrible Swords, and | Centinel up and the 
Houſe with Muſquetoons and Blunderbuſſes. | 

COURTINE=E. | 

So, here's like to be ſome Miſchief going —_— 

that's one Comfort. 
Oc 


Murder and are the -wvo dreadful things I 
ſcem to be threatned with : Now gueſs what Pity it is that 
ever either of thoſe Miſchiefs-ſhould fall upon me. 

BEAUGARD. 


By the gallant Spirit that's in thee, ru fairly be 
Gibbetted firſt. | 
PORCTIA4. 


No need of that, Captain, neither ; For, to ſhew you 
I deſerve your Protection, I have had the Courage to 
break Goal, run away, and make my Eſcape hither, pure- 
ly to keep my Word with you. Deal like a Man of 
Honour by me; and when the Storm that will follow is 
a little blown over, here's a white Hand upon t, Vil not 
be ungrateful. 


BEAU GARD. 


And in token I believe thee, III kifs it moſt Religi- 
COUR- 


ouſly. 


| | ) 
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COURTINE. 

Why the Devil did I marry ? Madam, one. Word with 
you: Have you never a nuarry'd Lady of your Acquajn- 
tance, that's as good-natur'd as you, and would fain be 
a Widow as you are, too? 

3 
Wh do ir ? 
. COURTINE. 

ZBecauſe 1 would cut ber Husband's Throat, and make 
her one for my own proper Uſe. 

_ PORCITA. 
IM azk your own Lady, Sir, * next time 

I ſce her, if you pleaſe. 

| COURTINE. 
Why, doſt thou know her then? 
PORCIA. 


 COURTINE.. 
Then I may chance thortly to f ave a fine time ont: 
have made a pretty Evening's Work of this, Heaven's be 


Yes, 


pPrais d. 
Enter u M diſgei''d, 
1 MAN, 
Run away leud!y! Damnation! 
| 2 MAN. 
Look ? 6 | | 
; 1 MAN. 7 
By Heav'n, it muſt be the. 
. 
The Men are well arm'd. 
1 MAN. 
No matter ; we mult carry her, or all's loft elſe. 
2 MAN, 
r 


That's well ſaid Sir, 17 700 pleaſe a Word with you. 
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BEAUGARD. 
With me, Sir! Mee 
1 M A N. 
Ves. . 
| BEAUGARD. 
Ceurtine, be civil a little. 
1 MAN, 


Sir, it is my Misfortune to be concerned for the Ho- 
nour of a Lady that has not been altogether fo careful of 
it herſelf as ſhe ovght to have been. 

BEAUGARD. 

Jam ſorry for't, Sir. 

1 MAN. 

You being a Gentleman whoſe Character I have had 
an advantageous Account of, I would make it my Peti- 
tion to you, if ſhe be of your Acquaintance, not to en- 
gage yourſelf in any thing that may give me Occaſion 
to be your Enemy. | 
| 5 BEAUGARD. 
| Sir, I ſhould be highly glad of any brave Man's 
i Friendſhip, and ſhould be troubled if I appear concern'd 

in any thing that may hazard the Loſs of yours. 
1 MIN. 
That Lady Sir, you talk'd withal's=— 
BEAUGARD. 
My Miſtreſs, Sir. : 


Miſtreſs ! 


1 MAN. 


BEAUGARD. 
Ves, Miſtreſs, Sir: I love her, doat on her, am dam- 
nably in love with her: ſhe is under my Protection too, 
and whenever there's Occaſion, as far as this finful Body 
of mine will bear me out in it, I'll defend her. 


| 1 MAN. 
'Do you know her ? 


| BEAUGARD. 
5 Not ſo well as I would do, 8 ir. 


1 MAN. 
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: MAN. 
What's her Name? | 
| BEAUGARD. 
A Secret. 


„ 
She muſt along with me, Si 1 
 BEAUGARD. 
No, that muſt not be, Sir. | 
| 2 MAN. 
This Lady, 8 — 
. _COURTINE. 
1 Porcia 8 Cour- 
tinte diſarms bir Adwverſary, rr 
| BEAUGARD. 
Stand faſt, Ned. K 
| COURTINE. 
Hold thy dead-doing Hand, thaw 50s of — 
1 MAN. 
Sir, there may come a me 
 BBAUGARD. 
When you'll learn Manners. 
1 MAN. 
And teach 'em you too. 
 COURTINE. 


We are well known. 
1 MAN. 


Aud ſhal! uot be forgotten. Come, Friend. 
[Exeunt two Men. 
18 BEAUGARD. 

Confound em This muſt be a Brother, © Kinſman, 
or a Rival, he ply'd me fo warmly. =— 
COURTINE. $34. 8 
_ 'Tis a hard Caſe, that a Man cannot hold civil Corre- 
ſpondence with a d Female, but y 
hops dey barge ellom of the Family or runs 
mad wi Jealouſy, and fancies his Blood ſmarts = 

9 4 * 
E A U- 
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BEAUGARD. 

This heroick Perſon's Sifter, Kinſwoman, his Miſtreſs, 
or what-e'er ſhe be, is like to get much Reputation by 
his Hectoring and Quarrelling for her; and he as much 
Honour by being beaten for her. 

COURTINE. 

Nay, when Cuckolds or Brothers ſight 55 
tion of a back · ſliding Wife or Siſter, it is a very pretty 
Undertaking, . As ſor Example; I am a Cuck- 
old now. 

BEAUGARD. LC 

All in good time, Ned; do not to defy, | 

COURTINE. 

And being much troubled in Spirit, meeting with the 
Spark, that has done me the Honour, with a great deal 
of Reſpect I make my Addreſs—as e Noble 
Sir, you have done me the Favour to lit with my . 
BAU GARD. 


very Well. 
COURTINE. "x" 
eee 
dratvour to run me through the'Guts to-morrow Morning, 
and it will be the greateſt Satisfation in the World. 
BEAUGARD-. | 
Which the good-natur'd Whore- maſter does very de- 
cently : ſo down falls the Cuckold at Barm-Elns, and 
riſes again next Day at Holborn in a Ballad. But all this 
while, what is become of the Widow, Ned? 5 
__ COURTINE 
Faith ſhe has een done very wiſely, I think; as ſoon 


as ſhe had fer us together by the Ears, the very fairly 


ran fort. 

BEAUGARD. 
very noble Account of our firlt Evening's Enterprize, 
. Pox * take Cqurage ; and fince we have loſt this 
Quarry, let us e en beat about a litle, and fre what other 


66 
Burer 
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Emer Lu catet Mat. 
| LUCRECES. 
Sir, Sir! Captain! 

* COURTINE. 
With you again, Beaugerd. Agare ho! 
| | BEAUGARD. 
With me, my Miſtreſs ? 

* LUCRECE. 
Yes, with you, my Maſter. 
COURTINE. 


I wonder when, o the Devil's Name, it will come to 
.. 


Aenne 
Being a particular Friend of yours, Captain, I am 
to tell you, the World begins to talk very akin s/o 


you, Captain. 
BEAUGARD. 
Land the World's an Aſs, and com- 
mon Fame a common Strumpet: ſo long as ſuch pretty 
d Creatures as thou ſeemeſt to be, think but 
well of me, let the World be hang'd, as it was onee 
drown'd, if it will. | 
I muſt let ew hed. acts, al be 
m now too, 
9 but that they will 


a couple of plauſable Hector, that made you 
your Miſtreſs had Honour enough to be concern'd for. 
BEAUGARD. 


The ATHIEST: Or, 
: LUCRECE. 
. 
out ; my ſetting upon you in a Mask myſelf, and railing 
at the lat Woman that did ſo before me, might eaſily 
inform you, I have a certain Deſign of trying whoſe 
er 
5 COURTINE. 
"Then, my little Miſchief, you ſhould not enter the 
Lifts upon unequal Terms, with th that black Armour upon 
your Face, that makes you look as dreadfully as the 
Black Knight in a Romance. 
„ # fo” 

Good Captain, what's that ſober Gentleman's Name? 
For certainly I have ſee him before now. | 
BEAUGARD. 

His Name in the Fleſh, my pretty one, is Conrtine; 
a very honeſt Fellow, — and wicked enough 
ſor thy purpoſe of all Conſcience. 

LUCRECE. © 
. Courtine / Bleſs us for ever! What, the Man that's 


marrry d 
. COURTINE. 

The Man that's marry'd! yes, the Man that's 
marry'd. *Sdeath, though I be weary on't, I am not 
aſham'd of my Condition. Why the Devil didſt thou tell 
her my Name ? I ſhall never thrive with any Woman 
that knows me. The Man that's marry'd ! Zounds, I 

am as ſcandalous as the Man that's to be hang'd. 
LUCRECE. 

| But you'll ne'er be thought ſo handſome. To make 
few Words with you, Sir, I am one that mean you fairer 
play than ſuch an inconſtant, „ 
Ter as you deſerves. 

BEAUGARD. | 

Then why doſt thou conceal thyſelf ? Thoſe whoſe De- 
figns are fair and noble, ſcorn to hide their Faces: 
give me leave to tell thee, Lady,. if thou 


Hink'ſt ro make uſe of me only to create ſome Jealouſy 
in 
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in another Woman, I am no Infirument to be that way 
manag'd ; no, I am conſtant, I—but if thou lo me— 
' LUCRECE. | 
Have you any more Doubts that trouble you? 
BEAUGARD. 
None, by this fweet Body of thine. 
LUCRECE. 
Know then, Sir, it has been my Ma 
you, haunt you, and dog you hols fx Months; being, 
to my eternal Torment, of that ravenous Kite 
your Widow, your Widow, Captain: Nay, fince I have 
conſeſt my Weakneſs, know from this Hour ['ll defeat all 
bor Lukes all the falſe Baits ſhe lays to enſnare your 
Heart, till I obtain the Victory of it myſelf, much more 
my Due, in that I'm not beneath her in Beauty, Hirth, 
or Fortune, or indeed any thing but her Years, Captain, 
therefore if you have that Merit the World reports of 
you, make the beſt uſe of this preſent Advice ; and fo 
farewel, till you hear from me further. (Bait. 
BEAUGARD { 
Now may I do by my Miſtreſſes as the Boys do by 
Farthings, huſtle 'em in a Hat 


pirit as ever 
the ignorant Word for a fine Perſon, . 


Emer Da A1 v1. 


242152771. 
n 
Senſes, : Would 
believe it? Let 42 
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BFAUGARD. 
The Devil ? a Papiſt! 
DAR EDE. 
Pox on em, a Papiſt ; when the impudent Villains know, 
as well as 1 do, that I have no Religion at all. 
COURTINE. © 
No Religion, Sir ? Are you of no Religion ? 
7 the Bi £4 +434 5 « £ wild 
- Ts he an honeſt Fellow, Braugard? 
BEAUGARD. 
Om, a very honeſt Fellow; thou may'ſt truſt him with 
thy Damnation, I'll warrant the: Anſwer him, anſwer 


hoes i D AREDEPFIL. 
| I never go to Church, Sir. 
 _COURTINE. 
Bot what Religion are you of 

| D AREDEPFTIL. 
Of the Religion of the Ivner- Jemple, the Common- 
Law Religion ; I believe in the Law, truſt in the Law, 
enjoy what I have by the Law: For if fuch a Religious 
Gentleman as you are get fifty Pounds into my Debt, 1 
wa $0 10 Church ind pray u my Heart akes 3 but the 
Lib Gn ant your pay hy It Lute 

COURTINE. 
is certainly the fear of Hell, avd dope bf Happi- 
neſs, that makes People live in Honeſty, Peace, and 
Union one towards another. 5 


| DAREDEMYFIL. 

Fear of Hell! Hark thee, Beaigard; this Companion 
of thine, as I apprehend is but a fort of a ſhallow Mon- 
ſter. Fear of Hell! No, Sir, tis fear of Hanging. Who 
would not ſteal or do murder, every time his Fingers 
| atch'd at it, were it not for ſtar of the Gallows ? Do 
not you, with all your Religion, — 2 
you NN Sabbath ? He with 
** ——— pihoere: GE GE 
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be better than your own ? Yet thoſe things are forbid by 
Religion, as well as and cutting of Throat are. 
No, had every Commandment but a Gibbet to 
it, I ſhould not have had four King's Evidences to-day, 
ſwear impudently I was a Papiſt, when I was never at 
Maſs yet fince I was born, nor indeed at any other Wor- 
ſhip theſe twenty Years. 
| COURTINE. 

Wan 88 

of no Religion ? 


DAREDEPMIL. | 
May be I am, Sir: may be I am not, Sir: When you 
come to know me better, twenty to one but you'll be 
better ſatisfy'd.. 
COURTINE. 
Does your Honour think there may be a Devil ? 
DAREDEPFTIL. 
I never ſaw him, Sir. 
COURTINE. 
Have you a Mind to ſur him? 
DAREDEV IL. | 
14 go hy dll Ln, bu Flew hat ho 
long d to his Family. | 
BEAUGARD. 
That's a damn'd Lye, to my Knowledge : For 1faw the 
Rogue ſo ſcar d. that his Hair ftvod upright, but at the 


S that met him in the 


COURTIN'E. 

What think you of Conſcience't | 
D AREDEPMFIL. 

I do not think of it at all, Sir ; it never troubles ne. - 
COURTINE. | 

Did you ever do a Murder. 

DAREDEPFTIL. 

I won't tell you. | 


COUR. 
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COURTINE. 
Thou art the honefter Fellow for it; 1 love a friendly 
Rogue, that can keep ſuch a Secret, at my Heart. 
DAREDEFIL © 


COURTINE. 


BEAUGARD. 

So, that's well ſaid ? now we'll to work with him pre- 
ſently. Doſt thou hear, Daredevil, this honeſt Friend 
of mine is ſomething troubled in ſpirit, and wants a little 
of thy ghoſtly Advice in a Point of . 

D AREDEPMPFIL. 

Well, and what is't ? 1 ſhall be civil, 29 — 

1 : 
BEAUGARD. + 
| ie mad he's marcy'd, plagu'd, troadled, and 

Hag-ridden by the eternally Wiechcraft of a 

vexatious, jealous Familiar, call'd a Wife. 
D AREDEFMFIL. 

AWife | that ever any Fellow that has but two 
of Brains in his Scull, Mould give himſelf the to 
complain of a Wife, ſo long as 1 in the 


World! 
400425. 

| Ny, iv = mere Ka- de hawe, when 
it is ſo cheap too. 

COURTINE. 
Would you have me poiſon her? 
DAREDEPMIL. 

Poiſon her] ay, what would you do with her elle, if 
you are weary of her ? 
| COURTINE. 
| Bat if 1 ſhould be call'd-to a terrible Account for 
ak 6 -thibg hereafter |! 

DAREDEPIL. © 
Hereaftr!——Crols my Hand with a piece of Sil 
ver, 


Do you? 
| * 
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ver, that is to fay,—give me three Pence— three Peace, 
r porey 
COURTINE. 
Well, and what then? _ 
DAREDEPIL. 
| Why, for that inconfiderable Sum I'll be Security for 
thee, and bear thee harmleſs for bereafrer ; that's all. 


BEAUGARD. 

Faith, and cheap enough of all Conſcience, 
COURTINE 

This is the e Acquaintance I ever met withal, 

| Beangard, 

BEAUGARD. 

Oh, a very honeſt Fellow, very honeſt. 
COURTINE. 


daes re erer * 
we have y met this us more 
A 
DAREDEPTE. | 
Faith and troth, with all my Heart: Pox on we, Boy, 
but | love drinking mightily ; and to tell ye the wank 
on't, I am never fo well ſatisfy d in my out-of-the-way 
Principles, as when I am drunk, very drunk. Dranken- 
neſs is a great Quieter of the Mind, a 


of the Spirit. 
5 PEAUGARD. he 
And ſhall we be very free, my litle Atheidical dis- 
Dog? Wilt thou open thy Heart, and ſpeak 
very frankly of Matters that ſhall be nameleſs? e 
DAREDEPTIL. 
Moch may be done ; I ſeldom hide my Talent, I am 
no Niggard of my Parts that way. 
| BEAUGARD. : 
To 0 thes = Soc hnds DanhR. we ee anti 
Night, for ſome weighty Conſiderations, to give a Treat 
to the People of the Dutr's Theatre, after the Play's 
done, upon their Stage; 925285 


uſe a hundred of em in Converſation, which are indeed 
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too; and the Ladies tis hop'd, will not deny us the 
Favour of their fair Company. Now) my dear Iniquity» 
ſhall we not think ſt thou, if we give our Minds to it, 
paſs an Evening pleaſantly enough ? 
DAREDEPFIL 

Rot me, with all my Heart: I love the Project of 
Treating upon the Stage extremely too, But will there, 
will there be none of the Poets there ?. Some of the Poets 
are pretty Fellows, very pretty Fellows ; they are moſt 
of 'em my Diſciples in their Hearts, and now and then 


ſand up for the Truth manſully. 


BEAUGARD. | 
Much may happen: But in the next place, after Sup- 


per we have reſolved to ſtorm a certain enchanted Caſtle, 


where I apprehend a fair Lady, newly enter'd into League 
with an honeſt Friend of thine, call'd myſelf, is kept 
a Pris'ner, by an old, ill-natur d, ſnarling in a 
Manger, her Guardian. 2 
thou not, my little Daredevil ? 
DAR EZ DEI. 
-Dam'me, we'll burn the Houſe. . | 
COD NH I. 
\Dam'me, Sir? Do you know what you lay? You- 
believe no ſach thing, 
: DAREDEPY1L, 
Words of courſe, Child, mere Words of courſe : We 


but in the nature of Expletives, and ſignify nothing; as 

Damme, Sir ; Rot me, Sir; Confound me, Sir; which 

purport no more than So, Sir; And, Sir; or Then, Sir, 

at the worſt: For my part, I always ſpeak what I think; 

no Man can help thinking what he does think: So if 1 
W ee the Fault's not mine. 
 BEAUGARD. 

Diftinguiſt'd like a Learned School-Divine. 
..; GCOURTINES. 

When weet we at the Play Houle the 


DARE. 
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ODAREDB#EFIE. 1 
Before the Clock firike Nine. 
_ BEAUGARD. 
Where we'll have Muſick, Women, Mirth. 
90949412 . 
ee [(en 


ACT WE SCENE I 


Enter BEAUGARD, CouRTINE, ond DAREDEVIL. 


)  BEAUGARD. | 
Isð not this living now? Who that knew the Sweets 
of Liberty, the uncontroul'd Delights the Free- 
man taſtes of, Lord oi his own Hours, of his own 
Pleaſures, juſt as Nature meant — 
Courted cach Minute by all his Appetites, 
Which he indulges, like a bounteous Maſter, 
That's ftill ſupply'd with various full Enjoyments ; © 
And nv intruding Cares make one Thought bitter. 
DAREDEPFIL. 
Very well this ; this is all but very well. 
COURTINE. 
| Nay, not one Rub, to interrupt the Courſe 
 Methinks the Image of it's like a Lawn wits 2 
In a rich flow'ry Vale, its Meaſure long, 
Beauteous its Proſpect, and at the Ee . 
A hady peaceful Glade, where, whes th pleaſant Rac 
is Over, 
We glide away, and are at reſt forever. · 
- SEAUGARD. | 
-Who, ä 
To che vile Cuſtoms t he World's debauch'd in ??; 
Who d interrupt his needful. Hours of Reſts to rie and 


n 
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yawn in a Shop in Cornbill? Or, what's as bad, make 


a ſneaking Figure in a great Man's Chamber, at his ri- 
een . 
Lie, Flatter, Bribe, or Pimp; to raiſe an Eſtate for a 

Blockhead of his own begetting, as he thinks, that ſhall 
— 5, "6 he figgas 
came, would marry, to beget ſuch a Blockhead? 

_ "COURTINE. 

No body but ſuch a Blockhead as myſelf, 33 
that's certain; but I will, if poſſible, atone ſor that Sin 
of mine in the future Courſe of my Liſe, and grow as 
zealous a Libertine as thou wouldſt wiſh thy Friend to be. 

DAREDEMrIL. 

Theſe are Rogues that pretend to be of a Religion now 

Well, all that I fay is, Honeſt Atheiſm for my Money. 
BEAUGARD. 

No, grant me while I live the eaſy Being I am at 
preſent poſſeſt of; a kind, fair She, to cool my Blood, and 
pamper my withal; an honeſt Friend or two, 
like thee, Courtine, that I dare truſt my Thoughts to; 
generous Wine, Health, Liberty, and no Diſhonour, and 
when I ask more of Fortune, let her c'en make a 
of me. What ſayſt thou to this, Daredevil] Is not this 
coming as near thy Doctrine as a young Sinner can 


conveniently ? 
DIREDEMYIL. - 
Nay, 1 have. very great Hopes of you, that's wy 
Comfort. 


COURTINE. 
But why did we part with the Women fo ſoon ? 
BEAUGARD. 
Oh, Courtine, Reputation Reputation ! I am a young 
Spark, and muſt ſtand upon my Credit, Friend; the 


Bands o Sn, will advance no neceſſary Sums upon my 
Revenues elſe, when there may be an Occaſion : Befides I 
have a Father in Town, a grave, ſober, ſerious old Gen- 
tleman, call'd a Father, * 


Rogues that cheat all the Week, and go to Church in clean 
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DAREDEMFIL. 
One that will Drink, Rant, Whore, and Game, and is 
as full of Religion as his worſhipful Son here. 
| BEAUGARD. 
Ha! | 
Fuer FATHER. 


FATHER. 

Very well, very noble, truly Son! This is the Care 
you are pleaſed to take of my Family! Sit up all Night, 
Drink, Whore, ſpend your Eftate, and give your Soul to 
the Devil! a very fine—— Hie This Aquamirabil:s 
and the old Hock does not agree with my Stomach. 

BEAUGARD. 

Daredevil, flick to me now, and help me cut at a 
dead lift, or I am loſt for ever. — Sir, I hope my being 
here, has not done you, nor any A 

FATHER. 

Injury! No, Sir, 'ti« no Injury for you to take your 
ſwill in Plenty and Voluptuouſneſs —=Hickup — while 
your poor Father, Sirrah, muſt be contented to drink 
py Sack, with dry-bon'd, old, batter'd Rogues, and 
thankful, You muſt have your pne, jolly, young 
FeBows, and bonny, buxom, brawny-bum'd you 
Dog, to revel with, and be hang'd to you, muſt you? 


Sirrah, you Rogue, | have loſt all my Money. 
N TEES 


Tam forry for it, Si 
| FATHER. 


Sorry for it, Sir !—Hickap—ls that all ? 
DAREDEPFIL. 

IF thou art very poor, dd Fellow, take a 
Doſe of Opium and fleep upon't ; tis the beft 
| World for old Gentlemen that have no Money. 
thou be good Company ? wilt thou 2 


a Bottle, old ? Hah? | 
EY F 4- 
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FATHER. 
Heh ! crack a Bottle! | 
| DAREDEPIL. 
Ay, crack a Bottle: What fay'ſt thou to that comfort- 
able Propoſition. 
| COURTINE ; 
Come, Sir, here's your good Health, and to your bet- 
ter Fortune. | | 
| FATHER. 
A very honeſt Fellow, Jack : Theſe are very honeſt 
Fellows. What is your Name, Friend! 
E | 
My Name is Daredevil, Friend ; of the ancient Family 
of the Daredevi/s in the North, that have not had a. 
Church in their Pariſh, Chaplain in their Houſe, Prayers 
Publick or Private, or Graces at Meals, fince the Conqueſt. 
| FATHER. | | 
Sir, I have heard much of your Family; it is a very 
ancient honourable Family: and 1 am glad to find my 
Son has made choice of ſuch a Noble Acquaintance.— &i, 
my Service to you.——1 proteit, a Cup of pretty Claret, 
very pretty Claret. 
- COURTINE. 
And he has top'd it off as prettily, I'll ſay that for him. 
FATHER. | 
.Jack, J have loſt all my Mony, Jack. 
 SEAUGARD:. 
Have you been robb'd, Sir ? 
FATHER. 
Robb'd, Sir ! No, Mr. Saucy-face, I have nat becn 
robb'd, Sir, but I have been nick d, Sir, and that's as 
bad, Sir. You are a worthy Perſon, and I'll make you 
my Judge. #1 
DAREDEPIL. 


Come along then. 


„ 
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| Caſter threw, nothing came of it; I chang'd his Dice ; 
| he threw again, to as little purpoſe as before. 


DAREDEPFIL. 
Very ſtrange, truly. 
FATHER, 


1 chang'd his Dice again, he threw again: 80 he 
threw, and I chang'd ; and I chang'd, and he threw, for 


at leaſt half an Hour; till at laſt——Do you mark me ?— 


the Dice powd'ring out of the Box—— 
DAREDEPTE. 


That's plain. 
FATHER, 


One of 'em trips againſt the Foot of a Candleſtick, 
and up comes two Duces, two Duces, Sir, do 
hear ? And fo I lot my Money. No, Sir, I was not 
robb 'd, Sir; but I loft it pon two Duces: and that was 
ſo hard Fortune, that I'll hold you, or any Man living. 
fifty Pounds to ten, that he does not throw two Duccs 


before Seven again. | 
DAREDEMVIL 


Two Duces afore Seven! Two Devices are not to be 
thrown, Sir, not to be thrown, 
BEAUGARD. 

I am glad to hear you are fo rich, Sir. 

„ 

Rich, quoth 'a ! Pr'ythee be quiet, I am not worth a 
Shilling, Joon But, Sir, here you are a Lord at large, 
enjoy your Drink and your Drabs, fit up all Night in the 
fulneſs of Iniquity, with worthy Eſquire Daredevil of the 


North here, with a Pox to you; whilſt I muſt be kept 


without a Shilling in my Pocket Blut, NUT, —— 


BEAUGARD. | 

Sir, [ ſent you a hundred Pounds yeſterday Morelog. 
FAT EHEMK + #7 

Well, Sirrah, and I have had ili Luck, und lot & all; 


What then ? | 
Vor. Il, 0 2 


r 
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BEAUGARD. 
Sir, to avoid Diſpute, ſhall make one Propoliion 1 
you? 
FATHER. 


Heh ! With all my Heart. Look you Jikds boy, T am 
not againſt thy taking thy moderate Diverſions, ſo long 
as I ſee thou keepeſt good Company, neither, Bu. 
ſneak what Ready-money thou haſt into my Hand, and 
ſend me the reſt of roher Hundred to my Lodging. 

BEAUGARD. 

Do you think it reaſonable, that as often as two 
Duces are thrown before Seven, I muſt advance a hun- 
dred Pounds to make the Devil's Bones rattle, Sir? 

. FATHER. 

Sirrah, you are a Rebel; T 

Heart to cut your Throat. Sir, have you cer a Father 7 
DAREDEPMIL. 


No, Sir. 


FATHER. 
No, Sir? | 
DAREDEPFIL. | 
No, sir; I broke his Heart long ago, before I came 
to be at years of Diſcretion : I hate all Fathers, and al- 


ways did, 


FATHER. 

Oh Lord! Hark you, Sir, what's that Fellow's Profeſſion ? 
COURTINE. 

Oh, an Atheiſt, Sir; he believes neicher God nor 


the Devil. 
FATHER. 
'Sbud, In bruſtle up to him. Are you an Atheiſt, Fel- 
ay + hoh ? 
DAREDEFIL. 
Yeu Sir, I am an Atheiſt. 
FATHER. | 
nn think you will beveme of you whta-yes 


die? hoh? DARK 
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DAREDEPFIL. 
I ſhall be buried fix Foot under Ground, to prevent 
ſinking, and there grow rotten, 
FATHER. 
Oh Lord! 


DAREDEPMPTIL. 

If I chance to be hang'd being a luſty Sinewy Fellow, 
the Corporation of 
me for an Anatomy, to ſet up 
take much care of myſelf while I am living: and when 
1 am Grad, „ 
FATHER 

No more to be ſaid; my Son's in a very hopeful way 
to be damn'd, that's one Comfort. Impudent Rogue, 
You keep Company with the Devil's Refident ! You con- 
verſe with Foreign Minifters, and deny your Father a 
little dirty Money! Fogh, Poltroon! 
BEAUGARD. 

This is very hard, Sir: But if Ten Guineas will do 
you any Service | 

FATHER. 


Ten Guineas? Let me fee; ten Guineas are a 
little pidling Sum, that's the truth on't: but what will 
it do, —— > may be to play at Ticktack in 
an Afternoon, three Hits up for a Piece, or ſo; but 
when will that recover my Hundred ? Ten Gui- 
neas! Pox o'thy Ten Guineas. _—— Well, let me fee 
the Ten Guinea's me ſee em a littlo— 
Jacky-boy, Jaciy, Jack—-You have drunk damnable 
hard to-night, you Rogue ; n 
believe Hlan't you had a Whore too, Tacky Fo om 
ee e——You'll get the Pox, Sirrah, and then——Byt if 
thou doſt, I know a able Fellow, an old Acquaint 
ance of mine Ten Guineas, Tacky / 

BEAUGARD. 
There they are, Sir; and long may they laſt you. 


O 2 FATHER 


316 The Ar RHRZIS I: Or, 
Z FATHER. 
Make em twenty, Jecky-rogue ; —— you Plump. 
cheek'd, Merry. ey d Rogue, make em twenty male 
em fifteen then Jachy· boy, Jacky, Jack, Do faith. 
BRAUGAHRD © 
Upon my Duty, you have flripp'd me, Sir. 

FATHER. 


| Then do you hear, Friend, you Atheiſt, that are ſo 
free of your Soul? let us ſee if you dare venture a little of 
your Money now——Come [Draws out a Box and Dice.) 
Seven's the Main: III hold you ten Pounds to two, two 
Duces does nct come before Seven, 
BEAUGARD. 

At him, Daredevil; Beggar him once more and then 

we ſhall be rid of, him, | 


DAREDEPFIL. 
Done, Sir, done; down with your Money. 
FATHER. 
Here, you blaſphemous Dog. —Doſt thou love Hazard ? 
DAREDEPFTIL. | 
Dearly, from the bottom of my Heart, Sir. 
| FATHER. 
1 love thee the better fort: Come deer 
417». 2: A RES SEED» 
Ri 
_ FATHER. 
Seven. eee. 
. DAREDEPFIL. 
Two Duces Von have loſt, Sir. 
FATHER 
Damn me, Sir, lay your Hand upon my Money! 
DAREDEPIL. 
Damn me, Sir, tis my Money; I won it fairly. 
| BEAUGARD. 


Now, Ceurbine, NOW 


COURTINE. 


„ 
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COURTINE. 
Now look to't, Athieft ! 
oe PLEFER:; 
Son of a Whore, you lye. Thus to my Hat, I ſweep 
the yellow Scoundrels, and draw my sword in witneſs 
th'are my own. 
DAREDEFPFTL. 
Nay then Vik 
COURTINE. 
Hold, $'rs, no drawing Swords, no Quarrelling. 
DAREDEPFIL. 
Iam glad on't, with all my Heart ; for 


| am 


not much afraid of the Devil, I hate « drawn Sword 


an. 
BEAUGARD. 
Good Si? 
FATHER. 


| BEAUGARD. | of | 
Till next time two Duces come before Seven; and 


then I am ſure to ſee or hear from you again infallibly. 
COURTINE. 
How doſt thou intend to diipoſe of this wild, extrava- 
gant, old Father of thine, Braugard ? | 
BEAUGARD. 
I hope to find him run fo far in Debt within this 


Fortnight, that to avoid the Calamity, he ſhall be forced 


to compound with me for his Freedom, and be con- 
tented with a comfortable Annuity 6 
all my hopes of him. 
__—_COURTINE. 
Which he'll ſell in one Quarter of a Year, and retur u 
to old London again, for Vother Game at Hazard. 


BEAUGARD. 
6— - I'll take care of the con- 


92 trary⸗ 
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trary, lay it too far out of his reach, and tie it too fait 
for him. Why how now, Daredevil? What, in the 
dumps? Tis an aner 
ſome Religion in him, Daredevil. 
DAREDEPMPFIL. 


Yes, Pox on him, to cheat me of my Money. 'Tis 
well he was your Father, Sir. ; 


COURTINE. 
Why ? 


DAREDEYFIL 

Had he been my own, by theſe Hilts I would have 
ſaw'd his old Windpipe aſunder upon the Spot. Rob 
me of my Right! 


COURTINE. | 
Does he love Fighting fo well then ? I thought moſt 
of your Atheiſts nor auch car'd fon that (mgnoteont 
Exerciſe. 


242252771. 

"Th x little impertinent, that I'll- grant you, for honeſt 
Fellows to fall out, ſquabble, and cut one another's 
Throats, to ſpoil good Company: But when my Ho- 
nour's injur d 


BEAUGARD. 

Then, I know, thou ee But for a fooliſh 

trifling Sum of Money 
DAREDEPMIL. 

Traſh, Traſh, Dunghil, and Filthinefs ! I give it away 
to my Wenches and my Servants; we part with it to 
every Body, upon all Occaſions. He that values Money 
deſerves never to have the Benefit of it. 

noble Fragment of Phitolophy. But C 

A | ourtine, 
e ve received 1n- 
telligence this Night by a certain Miniſter I keep for 
ſuch Offices, where my poor diſtreſſed Widow is held in 
Durance: If thou thinkeſt there may be any Hopes for 
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' thee upon the Coaſt I am bound for, let us embark to- 
gether, and good Lack attend us. 
COURTINE. 

No, I have other Projetts o'foot: has crack'd 
my Credit fo, that no body that knows my Condition 
cles e dwell „ 
out for new Diſcoveries, and try how I can thrive where 
my Name's a Stranger. 

BEAUGARD. 

What, this Morning ! 

COURTINE., 

This very Morning: Fortified with Beurdraux, as I 
am, will I iſſue forth; and let all firaggling Wives, Wi- 
dows, and Virgins have a care of their Cargoes. 

BEAUGARD. 

Nobly refoly/d, and goad Fortune guide thee. Thou 
Daredevil, wilt not part with me: thou art more ® 
Friend than to leave thy Diſciple, when there is good 
ſubſtantial Sinning like to go forward. May be we may 
do a Murder before we parts ſoeuething that is very 
wicked we'll not fail of. 

DAREDEPMFTIL. 

With all my Heart, let us fire a Houſe or tee, poiſon 
a Conſtable „ 


and kill a Beadle. 
| | BEAUGARD. 
Shall we do all this? 


DAREDEPIL, 
Do't ! I'll do't myſel£ 


* BEAUGARD. 
Thou art the very Spirit of Iniquity. 


Enter FOOT AA. 


Poor. 


Ty - AC 
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1 — 
E Friend? 
FOOTMAN.. 
Sir, there is a Mask'd Lady, in a Chair, at the Corner 
of the Street, deſires a Word with you inſtantly. 
 BEAUGARD. 
Tell her, I'm her Vaſlal, and will wait l 


Moment. Courtine, good-morrow. 
Gone already? 
 _HBEAUGARD, 
Trading comes in, Friend, and I muſt mind my 
Calling, that's all. Allan, Daredevil. 
DAREDEPMVIL. ” 
Friend, farewel to thee ; if either of us are run through 
the Lungs, or ſhot in the Head, before we meet again, 
let us hear from one another out of the Lower World, 


how matters go there, and what Entertainment they 
give us. 


COURTINE. 
You ſhall find me a very civil Correſpondent, Sir. 
n 
Farewel. 
COURTINE. 


The ſame good Wiſh to you, Sir, Now will I ont in- 
to the middle of the Street, play at Blind- mans. buff by 
myſelf, turn three times round, and catch who I can, 


SCENE change: to the Street, Enter BeauGano 
and DAxEDEVIL. | 


| BEAUGARD. 
This ſhould be the Place, and yet I ſee no Chair. 


5 DAREDEPMFIL. 
Then let us all fall to Miſchief. 


BEAU 
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| BEAUGARD. 
Pr'ythee a little Patience, tho it be a Virtue, dear 


Temptation. 


Wann eren a 


FOOTMAN. 
Sir, is your Name Captain Beangard ? ; 
BEAUGARD. 
Ves, my dear Mercury, 1 am the happy Man. 
FOOTMAN. 
Then, Sir, this Letter is for you. 
BEAUGARD. 
Stay 'till I read it, Friend. 
 __FOOTFMAN. 
Sir, it requires no Anſwer. 
.  BEAUGARD.. 

What Jilt's Trick ai, mer! ws end your 
2 ITS bebind the Corner 
2 a Challenge from the terma- 
| gant Sparks that fell upon us laſt Night. Why, what a 
deal of Love and Honour have I upon 1 
Daredevil, thou canſt ght? ; 

DAREDEMIL. 
Why, is there any occaſion : 
 BEAUGARD. : a 

Only a Challenge, Daredevil, that's all. See, there's 

a Breakfaſt for thee, if thou haſt any Stomach tot: 
DAREDEPMPFIL, 

Idle Rogues, Raſcals, HeQors! Never mind em ; hang 
'em, theſe are ſome hungry Varlets that want Dinners; 
let us break the next Windows, and never think ont. 


a Ruſſian e 


- 1 RUFFIAN. 
| Theſe are our Quarry ; be ſure we ſeize em boch. 1 
B 
5 


+ 


5 
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| 2 RUFFIASYN. 
At the next Comer. 
; 1 RUFFIAN. 
Fall on then. Sir, you ars our Pre. 
| BEAUGARD. 
Villains! Rogues! Thieves! Murder! Thieves! 
Raſcals, you'll not murder me? 
1 RUFFIAN. 
28 no Noiſe, no Strugling, as you tender your 


 BEAUGARD. 
Daredroil, Dog, Coward, draw thy Sword and reſcue 


DAREDEPIL. 
- Tam terrify'd, amaz d; ſome fudgment for my Sins is 
— me; alas, I am in Bonds too! Have mercy on 


, and don't lay me, Gentlemen. 
BEAUGARD. | 
Damnation! Blinded ! Raſcals, Villains, Ruffians ! 
Murder! 
 DA4REDEPIL. 
Oh De Daredevil "har will become of thee! 
[ Exeunt- 
Enter Tut ODL ODT ard GRATIAN, 
THEODORET. 


This G makes good thy Character, 
That thou'rt the braveſt Man, and truck Friend: 
How ſhalf I deſerve this from thee? 

GRATIAN. | 

I mould be unjuſt, both to myſelf, and the dear Me- 


mory of thy Noble Brother, whoſ® Friendſhip was fo 
dear to me, ſhould my true Sword be idle in thy Cauſe, 


Beſides, the Love which I profes to Porcia, 
Tells we a Riva? mutt not tamely carry ber 


THEO- 
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THEODORET. 
She is thy Right: My dying Brother, her ee. 


gotten Hausband, 
But thy remember d Friend, bes ladpeech thes told me 
] have a Friend, Gratian, the Man my Heart 
Has cheriſh'd maſt; we from our Youth were Rivals 
For my dear Porcia : Tell him, if I die, 11 
I left her to him, as the deareſt Legacy 
I could bequeath : Bid him be tender of her, 
For ſhe'll deſerve it from him.— Would ſhe did. C41 
GRATIAN. | 
Heav'n knows, it is my Curſe, ſpite of her Scorn, to 
love ber © Madne(s ; * ſhall this Man of War, 
this French-bred Hero, win her with nothing but his Cap 
and Feather : I wonder he's not come yet. 
THEODORET. 
I have heard the Man is gallant ; but in honeſtly, as 
worry Friend, I wiſh thou would hear good Counk, 
Thine muſt be Noble. 
THEODORET. 
I have thee think no more of ths proud Woman, 
GRATIAN. 
I wiſh *twere poſlible. | 
THEODORET. 
. CIRy yes: 
How to deceive, betray, and ruin Man: | 
They have it by Tradition from their Mothers, 


and move exyuliee. 
gr prudent nagar 
To dr ood Men ito ha Sears the Lon. : 
| GRATIAN. 
. 
re 
Natures, '; *, 


— — — — — * 
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Grow haughty, proud, to vex the Wretchthey've conquer'd 


Tho" the ſame Hour they abroad for new Ones. 
Let but a Woman know you're once her Slave, 

Give her once Teſtimony that you love her, 

She'll always be thy Torment, Jilt, deſign, 

And practiſe Ends ha thy honeſt Nature ; 

So firong is their Antipathy to Truth. 


GRATIAN. 


But let a Fool 


THE OD 0 RET. 

Oh give em but a Fool, 
A ſenicleſs, noiſy, gay, bold, briflling Blockbead, 
A Raſcal with a Feather, and Cravat-ſtring, 
No Brains in's Head; a vain, pert, empty Rogue, 
That can prim, dance, liſp, or lye very mu 
'They're led for ever: They'll give all they have 
To Fools, or for 'em.—_ 

GRATIAN. 

But, my Friend, this granted, Pf 8 
Grant Porcia this, and more, as ſhe's the Relict 
Of thy dear Brother, and my valued Friend, 
The Injury ſhe brings upon thy Honour 
Muſt not be lighted ; and that's my Cauſe now. 


 "THEGPFOaRAET:. 

There thou o'ercom'ſt me: Still our Men of Met 
Delay their Time; the Day grows late; let's walk 
Down by yon' Wall; may be they have miſs'd the Place: 
Beſides, I fancy Company is coming this way, and we 

may be prevented. 

Methinks I would not loſe fo fine a and do 
nothing. 


GRATIAN. 


Nor I. Ls ah tue 


Emer 
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Enter nn een 


sr 
On Lecrece, tas the Pang of Jealouſy, curſt Jealouſy, 
that brought me hither. 

;1 LUCRETIA4. 

' Where lody'd you then aft Night? 

SYLYIA. 

Here, in this Houſe, my. Couſin Porcia's Houſe: I 
met her late laſt Night, juſt as I alighted, haraſt with my 


and the Cauſe of it: Had the not tool pity 


ourney, 
7 Heaen hays how agpyugrntties wouls have 


diſpoſed me 
LUCRETLA. 
What, in this Houſe ? 
| SYLFIA. 
Here, in this very Houſe, 
LUCRETIZ. 


I'm glad I know it; ru take foch care, jt hall 


not be long a Secret. 
3147744. 1 
The Garden opening thus upon the Fields, invited me 
to take the Morning-air here; for Sleep's a Gueſt that 
ſtays but little with me. Why ſigheſt thou, Lucrece # 
LUCRETIA. 


I'm thinking why my Couſin Portia ſhould chuſe this 


Refidence. 

SYLY 14. 
'Tis for a Lover, Lucrece; 
Friend and lewd Companion of my 
LUCRETIA. 

1 know him but too well - 
"7 & 7 of & 4 
Why, doſt thou love him? 


Hausband. 


. 


e courts her, a 


LUCRE- 
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as LUCRETIA. | | 
| $0 much, that I can neither cat, drink, nor ſleep in 
peace, for the tormenting Thoughts of him. 


STLIYFYIA. 

By Heavens I picy thee, Oh have a care of | 
Lucrece, Marriage; twill be thy Bane, and ruin thee for 
ever, Marriage ſpoils Faces; How I look with Marriage! 

| LUCRETIA | 

I ſce no Change. 


& | SYLF1A. WH uy 
No Change | 1 have not flept fix Nights in peace fiace 
1 15 A 

Will then a Husband ſpoil ones Sleep fo ſadly ? 

STLIYIA. 
A Husband's, Lucrece, like his Wedding-Clothes ; 
Worn gay a Week, but then he throws 'em off, 
And with em too the Lover: Then his Days 
Grow gay abroad, and his Nights dull at home: 
He lies whote Months by thy poor longing Side 
Heavy and uſeleſs, comes faint and loth to Bed, 
Turns him about, grunts, ſnores: and that's a Husband. 
| LUCRETIA. 
Is Coartine ſach a one? -M 
„ 

'Tis pain to tell thee the Life I lead with him, He's 
colder to me, than Adamant to Fire; but let him looſe 
among my Kitchen-Furniture, my Maids, never was 
ſeen ſo termagant a Towzer : He loves a naſty, foul-fed, 
 falfome Drab, and ſcorns the tender Joys my Arms 

invite him to. To be deſpis'd at that rate, fo diſho- 

nour'd, makes me even curfe the Chance that made me 
Woman: Would I had been any Creature elſe See 
yonder, yonder he comes ; Thy Mask, thy Mask, dear 


Lucrece. 


L U- 
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LUCA | f 
23 , 


Eat Cen. 


= COURTINE ..: 
What, fly thy Ground, faint Soldier ! How, another! 

Nay then 'twas nobly done ; two to one had been odds 

elſe ; Had it not, Fioury ene! 

| 324714. 


COURTINE. 
Een» wandering rn 
Pieſerment truly. 


r 
And one would think ſo proper, a lafty, well-made 
Fellow as you are ſhould not be long out of Employ- 


ment. 
| COURTINE. 
Doſt thou know me, my Deareſt ? 
STLYIA 
No. 
| COURTINE. 
Tom 20 ſure thee 1 
STLFL A. 


But ſuppoſe I had a Mind to u little farther Acquain- 
tance with you ; what then, Sir ? 

 COURTINE. 

Why, then thou may'@ reaſonably that TU 

make no evil Uſe of thy good Inclinations; Faith there 

are very pretty Gardens, hereabouts, let us commit a 

Treſpaſs for once, break into one of em, and roll a 


COU R- 
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COURTINE. 
| She's coming already. 
SYLYFITA. 
If I ſhould let you make advantage of my Weakneſs 
rn ſorſake me, and 


break my Heart. 
COURTINE. 
Pretty Fool ! What innocent Scruples ſhe makes! 
SYTLFYIA. 
Have you no other Miſtreſs already ? have you no 
Engagements that will return hereafter upon your Heart 


to my Prejudice ? 
COURTINE. 
Shall I ſwear !, 
8LY.LY-1 24 
But han't you truly ? 
COURTINE. 
If I have may that blue Mountain over our Heads 
there, fall down and cruſh me like a pelted Toad. | 
| T4164 P 
To ſhew you then that I deſerve your Faith 
COURTINE. 
What wilt thou ſhew me? 
SYLPFYIA. 
A Face which I am not aſham'd of, tho' you'l per- 
haps be ſcandaliz d when you ſee it. 
COURTANE.. 
The Devil take me if I am tho”, ſo it prove not very 
horrible indeed. | 
SYLYIA. 
What think you then, Sir, is it ſuch a one as you 


look'd for ? 
| ... .COURTINE. 
My own Wife? 
STLYIA. 


Yes, thy unhappy Wife. 
; 8 Thou 


” 
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Thou falſe, deceitful, perjur'd, ſhameleſs Wretch : 
Have I deſerv'd this from thee ? 
COUR TINE. 
Pox confound her | 
Lader cut @ Book and fall; a reading- 
SL F4 & - 
| Is this the Recompence of all my Love 
Did I beſtow my Fortune on thy Wants, 
Humble myſelf to be thy Dove-like Wiſe ? 


And this is all I'm worth ? 


COURTINS.. 
Wealth i a great | 
Provocative to am'rous Heat: [ Reads. 
For \what is worth in aay thing, | | 
But ſo much Money as "twill bring! 


 Hadibrai, Part the Second, Cante the Firk, 


SYLYIA. 
Patience direct me! have I wrought my Nature 


To utmoſt Sufferance, and moſt low Contentment? 


Set my poor Heart to cares? have I been bleſt 
With Children by thee, to be left with Scorn, 
Caſt off, neglected, and abandon'd vilely ? 

Speak, is not this hard Uſage ? 


COURTINE. 
Umph! 
SYTLYI1A. 
Umph ! what's Umph? 
COURTINE. 
Umph, that's I, Child; Umphis I, I, I. wy Dear. 
STLYFIA. 


Death; Death aud Tu Cut my wretched 
Throat, don't treat me thus: By Heav'n I'll bear't no 


—_— 
COUP 21 % 
No more. 


SYLY14. 
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STL. Tr 
J have done, Sir T 
 OURTINE. - 
What do you at London? - 7 
| SYLYIAXA. | / 

Is it a Fault 20 follow what I am fond of ? 

COURTINE. 


Can't I enjoy my Pleaſure, take my Freedoms, but 
you muſt come, and ſpoil the high-ſeaſon d Diſh, with 
your inſi pid, whining, ſenſeleſs Jealouſy? | | 

SIA. 
Pr'ythee forgive me. 
COURTINVI. 
Where did you lodge laſt Night? 
| SYLFYIA. 
Hee with a Kinſwoman; 
May be you know her not; her Name is Porcia. 
.. COURTINE. 

Death | Beaugard's Widow ! now I am finely fitted, 
What, at this Houſe ? | 
81114 

This very Houſe; that Door | 
Opens into the Garden, let us walk there; 

Won't you go with me, Courtine ? 
al COURTINE. 
o. 


SLA. 
Pr'ythee do, Love. 
Don't be thus cruel to me. 


| COURTINE. 
Then promiſe one thing, 


And may be my Good-nature ſhall be wrought upon. 


STLFYILNY. 
PH grant thee any thing ; ſpeak, try m'Obedience. 
| COURTINE. 
Then promiſe me, that during your Abode 
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In this ſweet Town, which I love very dearly, 

That ict me ramble, ſteer what Courſe I will, 

Keep what late Hours, and as I pleaſe employ em, 
That you'll be ftill an humble, civil Doxy, 

And pry into no Secret to diſturb me. 


8 * S744. 
Cl, granted. 
 COURTINE, 


812714. 
Enter you firſt. | 
COURTINE. 


SYLPIA. 
Oh, then you'll ſorſake me: 
You ſeek but Opportunity again to leave me. 
COURTINE. 
Well, fince 1 am trapt thus, 
Like a poor Beaſt that wanted better Paſture, 
There is no Replevin, and I muſt to Pound. [Ca. 


Enter THzoDorET, GrnaTian, and LUCKETILA. 


THEODORET. 
What, in this Houſe? | 
„ene 
Here, in this very Houſe ; 

My Couſin Sylvia, Courtine's jealous Wife, 
Coming to Town, lodg'd with her here laft Night. 
THEO DORF. 

No more, I gueſs the cauſe we're diſappointed. 
Do thou go, Gratias, maſter what Friends tis poſſible; 

Vl try my Intereſt too ; we'll florm your Fortreſs, 
Enchanted Lady, though your Giant guard it. 


92 


SCENE 
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SCENE changer to the e- of a wery fair Ease, 
. adorn'd with rich Furniture and Lights. 
Euter Ruffians, with BED and DarEbevil. 


BEAUGARD. 
Dogs ! Raſcals ! Villains! how do you intend to deal 


with us ? 
1 RUFFIAN. 
Mauch better than your Language has deſerv'd, Sir. 


[They unf 4. 
BEAUGARD. 
Sirs, ſor this noble Uſage, had 1 a Sword or pin ol 
about me, 1 would reward ye moſt amply. 
I bey all bew and withh aw 
A Plague of your Civility ! where the Devil are we? 


DARFDEPTIL. 
Where are we, quotha! why, we are in a Palace, 


Man. Pr'ythee look about thee a little. 


BEAUGARD. 
By Heav'n here's a Paradiſe; hark Daredevil! Moſi | 
too! 
DAREDEPFTL 


11 be hang'd if 'tis not a bawdy Dancing-School ; 
ſome better Whores than ordinary deſigning a private 
Ballum rancum, have pitch'd upon our two proper Per- 
ſons for the Bus'neſs ; we are like to have a ſwinging 
time ont, Beaugard. 

BEAUGARD. 

A Plague o'your Cowardiſe! you were edible and 

praying juſt now, and be hang'd to you. 
DAREDEPTL. 

I praying! Pr'ythee be quiet Man, I never pray'd 
in my Life, nor ever will pray: Pray ing quotha ! that's 
a merry Jeſt with all my Heart. | 

BEAUGARD. 
Impudent Poltroon! he ſaid two Dozen of Pater- 


vl within this half Hour, and every jolt the Coach 
gave 
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gave was afraid the Devil would have torn him to pieces, 
DAREDEPFIL. 
Odd, I like chis Contrivance very well: Look, 
Bangard, what comes youder ? 'sheart, two Devils in 
Petticoats, how my Guts ſhrink together ! | 


Enter two black Womes. 
BEAUGARD. 

Heyday | Lady Blackamores/ nay then we are cer- 
tainly enchanted. What are you two, Maids of Ho- 
nour to the Queen of f and is this one of her 
Palaces ? not a Word 

DAREDEPIL 

How I long now to be familiar with one of thoſe 
Sooty-fac'd Harlots ! I would beget a chopping Black 
Son of a Whore upon her, in dehance to the Prince of 
Darkacſ*s. 


Enter a Drug 


 _ _BEAUGARD. 

What, r this 

muſt be her Majeſty's Page 
| DAREDEVIL. 

A Pimp, I'll warrant him ; he's ſo very little, pert, 
and dapper, the Rogue looks as if he could infnuate 
himſelf through a Key-hole. 

- DW AFRF. 
Welcome, thou beſt-lov'd Man of the fair World. 
BEAUGARD. 

Well, Sir, and what's the Service you have in onde 
to command me ? 

DWARF. 


My Orders. un du. lead you to repoſe on a rich Bed 
en. 

DARE DEVIL. 
I faid it was en what a W liude 
wo 2 214 U. 
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BEAUGARD.® _ 
A very pretty fort of an Amuſement this : Bot y- 
thee young Domine, why to Bed ? "tis but now Day, 
and the Sun new riſen; for I have not been a- bed all 
Night, my little Monſter; I know how the time goes 
Child. 


DWARF. 
Such are the Orders of the Power I ſerve. 
For you are come a long unmeaſurable Journey. 
DAREDEPTIL. 
Hah ! 
DWARF. 
Drawn by wing'd Horſes through the untract Air. 
BEAUGARD. 


A For upon thee for a lite, black, lying, well. 
inſtructed Raſcal ; but ſince it is the Cuſtom of the Place, 
and my laſt Night's Fatigue requires it, I'll accept of the 
Offer, and diſpenſe with an Hour or two of Sleep, to fit 
me for better Exerciſe when I wake again. 

[Sits down in a Chair to be andreft. 
DAREDEPFITIL. 

Drawn by wing d Horſes through the Air, ſaid he! 

if this ſhould be true now, what would become of us! 


Methought indeed the Coach whew'd it away a little 


faſter than ordinary. 
[#hile Beaugard is e the tauo Black Women ow 


BEAUGARD. 
A very notable Entertainment truly, and your little 


Black Ladyſhips have tript it moſt featly. 


[The Women advance towards bim. 
What, and muſt you take Charge of me now !—With 
all my Heart. Daredevil, farewel to thee ; but that 1 
am in hopes of a better, I'd invite thee for a Bedſellow. 
[Fomen had in Beaugard. 

| DAREDEPMFIL. 
Bedfellow, quotha! would I were a-bed with any 
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Bedfellow that I was fare had but Fleſh and Bones | 


about him. 
| DWARF. 
Come, Sir, you are my Charge. 
DAREDEPIL. 
I hope your little Impſhip will be civil to me: Pray, 
Sir, what Place is this ? 
DWARF. 


A Cryſtal Caftle built by Enchantment in a Land 


unknown to any but the Fair One that commands it; 
The Spirits of the Air keep guard about it, and all obey 


ber Charms. 
Fn DAREDEPIL. 
Oh Lord! and what Religion is the Lady of? 
DWARF. 


That's a Secret, you'll know more of hereafter. 
DAREDEMPIL. 
Lead on then: Now in the lower World, whence 
I come lately, were this known, 
How would the Fate in Ballad be lamented, 1 
Of Daredevil the Atheift, that's enchanted. [Exennt, 


CLRLICNSTNWNCILORIT 
ACT n.,. 


Enter Gt AT IAN THRODORET. 


| GRATIAN. 
HESE are your Men of Honour now 3 I never 
knew a bluſtering, roaring 0 
at the bottom, — Frome, Fog 
THEODORET. | 
Your faux Braves alwuys put on a ſhew of are Con: 


rage than ordinary; as your boggarly lil Oe 


| 


ou © NS EY SPE ai Er IL - Oe OED . _ 
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1 ů — * 
will afford em. 

 _G RATIAN. 


PE 


her! 
| SHEODORET. 
Dam' her, ſhe's a Proflitate ; ua 


„r 
"GRATIAN. 
| Yee, Pl warrant you, ſhe has an Excuſe for that too, 
if it be ſo; as, alas! you know, Woman is but a weak 


_ Veſſel. 
THEODORET. 

A Pox © the weakneſs of her Veſſel! Dam' her! 
would my Sword were in her Throat! But will our 
Friends be ready? | 

CRATIAN. 
Moſt punQually. It was an odd old Fellow, that 


which we met with. Was he certainly _ Fa- 


ther ? 
THEODORET. 

No body can fivear that, for his Mother was a 
Woman; dut that merry-conceired old Gentleman ho, 
the honour of it; He has the Title, but whoſe was the 
Property, that I dare not determine. 

G RATIAN. 

I hope bell be as good as his Word with us. 

» ++ oe aT HS ODORET. : 

r See, here he 

comes too. 


Enter fernt — 


FATHER. 

You lye, you Dog; you Scanderbeg Varlet, you lee. 
Do not I know that he fat up all Night with a 
Conſort of Whore- maſters and Harlots ; and have * 

1 | t 
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the Impudence to tell me he h not at Home? Do not [ 
Know, Villain, that, after a Debauch, he will out- 
ſnore a Fleifreer Conftable and all his Watch, for fix 
Hours; Denne 


Caterpillar? 
| FOURBINE. 


Upon the word of a nn Helly & Chantoe, 60 f 
deal ee and hoof with you. > 
FATHER. + = 

No more to be faid: But, Sirrab, do you hs 
Notice in his Behalf, and tell him, he ſhall pay for thisg i 
pay for it, do you hear, you Mongril ? Fob me of with 
teu ſtinking Guineas, when I had loft a hundred l Fiends 
and Furies, III not bes: it. Good-morrow, my hyde: 
Thunder-bolts! What ſay you, my tiny brace of Blur: 
derbuſſes? can I be ſerviceable ? ſhall ' we about the 
Buſineſs while it is practicaBe ? hah ?—— 
THEODORET. . 
Have you conſider d of it thoroughly, Sir ? 
Arne. 
Trouble thy Head no farther; I'll do't, my Darling- . 

-  SHBODORBF. 

Have you canbar, Sir, that the is your Son's 


Miſtreſs ? 
MMSE Sons 
So moch the better full ; Id beings bar the e 
lier, nnn — 
ther. 


17 


GRATIAN. 4 
But ſuppoſe you ſhould ect him dee there in ber 


Defence, Sir? 
FATHER. 


dun becher and bene A 
ſon; for 1 would ſwinge bim too wich moch facherly - 


Diſcipline, and teach r * 
Vor. II. 5 


CCC ˙·1 A . K —_—_ — —Pä—é — — 
. \ - 


o 
PPP 4 - = 
my a 0 
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„Arne 
& great deal of Money, owes an honeſt od Daddy cha 
has none. 


THEODORET. 
Very piouſiy reſoly'd, this ;' that's the truth on't. But 


" FATHER. 


Sir, I would have you farisfy'd into the Bargain, that 


this will be no trifling matter. 
Tilbury. 


Boys Play, Sir? I can fight, Sir; Though I am. 
an old Fellow, I have a Fox by my fide here, that will 


No my Play, old 


ſnarl upon Occaſion. Boys Play! I don't underſtand 
your Boys Play, Sir 5 
THEODORET. 


I would not have you take my plainneſs if, Sir: 


1 only hinted it, to deal with 
faſhion of Sincerity, which I profeſs: ys * hope you 
are not offended at it. 


FATHER. 


you according to an old 


Then, to rectiſy all Miſtakes, let us fairly have a 


rage, that when it is 
mach to a ſavoury 


GRATIAN. 


Breakfaſt, hoc Memento. I have a fort of gnawing Cou- 


provoked, always gives me a Sto- 
Bit, and a cheerful Bottle. I hate to 


be run through a Got, with nen ems to keep 
the Wind out. 


Very well propos'd, I think; for we have more 


Very well ſaid, that: This is a pretty 
2 4 — Now, if my Rebel be run through the 


© Midriff in this Buſineſs, I am the next Heir at Law, 
and the two I 


come n * nn 


FATHER. 


Friends to meet us at a Tavern hard by here, where we 
intend to wiſh our Enterpriſe well in a bonny Bottle or 
two, and then about it as cheerfully as we can. i 


Fellow, III 


_ 


| Pray ſpeak, 
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Spa ver 
Six _Bempers is. a Head en him that. dritls' the firſt 
W bore-Mafter through the ſmall Guts. 
 CRATIAN. 

We'll pledge it heartily, Sir. 

FATHER. 
You are both my honeſt Boys, my beſt Children, 
march along then bravely and boldly.—-l maſt borrow 
Money of theſe Fellows before I pot with "em. News 


alen, brave firippens. [ Excarye 
Enter Cour. 


COURTINE, 
r er 
legmatick, cold, infipid Wife! By this good Day, 
| the has kiſs'd me till 1 am downright fick ; I have had 
CEE that I ſhall have no Stomach to the Sex 


this Forunght. 


a CODY 2 A 


„ 
My Deareſt, pray my Deareſt, don't thus leave me: 
By this kind Kiſs I beg it! 
*COURTINE. 
Oh, the Devil! | 
STL. 
Look kindly on me ; ſpeak to me, : 


Indeed, my Dear, I love you with ſuch Fondueks 1 


" .  "COURTINS. VE 
18 1 
| | P 2 877144 
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STLYIA. | 
Why ? an't you well ? N 
COURTINE. 

Oh, there's a ſudden Faintneſs comes o'er my Spirits! 
Oh, I'm very ſick! Leave me, if thou lovin me, ſtand 
off, and give me Air; I die elſe. Oh h!——— 

STEVIA. 
TI kiſs thee then to Life again. 
 COURTINE. 
Stand off, I ſay; III not be flifled! Murder! Help 
Murder! Help! | 
 SYLYVIA. 


Jli-natur'd Tyrant! 
COURTINE. 
Good-natur'd Devil! Kiſs, i'th'Devil's Name !— 

r 
Come near me, Husband. 

. BY COURTINE, 
Come not near me, Wife, How I am tortur d. 
STL. | 
You muſt be kind ; indeed, my Dear, you muſt. 

COURTINE. 
Indeed, my Dear, by your good Leave, I ſha not. 


5 Damnation! 


SYLYIMN. 
You long to be rid of me again. 
COURTINE. | 
That I do moſt mightily ; but how to bring it about, 
if I know, I am a Raſcal. -Oh! Oh! 
SYLYIA. 
What's the matter, Dearee? 
COURTINE. 
Oh, I am fick again of the ſudden ! Give me the 
ar Oh! my Hoyt heats, and my Head ſims 
| ! 


SYLFYI14. 
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8YEFI,4. 
All, I fear Yare vey ic indod! if wy poor Love 
ſhould die, what will become of me! 
| COURTINE. | 
A Plague o'your whining ! Would I were well out 
of the Houſe once! | 
SYLFI A. 


Shall 1 fetch thee me Condial, my deareſt Love, 

my Joy ? Speak to me; ſhall 17 
COURTINE. 

Ay if thou wilt, my Jewel. [Exit Sylv.] jewel. 
guotha {hat a Plague's this: Huſh, is the go 
Fan 
of a Neck at. 


Ear a Pact. 


PAGE. 
Sir, Sir, a word with you. 
| Fa COURTINE, 
With me, Sweetheart? thy Buſineſs ? 
| PAGE. 
A Lady, Sir, that dogg d yoo hither this Morning 
COURTINE. 
A Lady f— £ 


PAGE. 
Yes, a Lady, Sir. 4 
COURTINE. 
Hiſt: Get you in, you little Monkey t #kipy ſeal or 
Vi wp ſpoil all elſe. — Here's the bleſſed Comfort of a 
 Wike again nowt—Oh, a6. — l= Ne 


. 


| "AF 24: 
22 rr Here, le this Hear's 


* 


_ COUR- 
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| :; COURFIHNE 
„ Men if it be 
poſſible. ¶ fac. I rials. 
571714 
How ist, my Dearee? 
COURTINE. 
If I had but a little more on't, Dearee. 
STLYIA. 
I'll ſee what's left, my Joy. 
COURTINE, 
Do, Pr'ythee do, my Joy then. Joy in the Devil's 
Name. [M/ide. eee 
Eift, Page, come hither. 


Emer Pace. 
PAGE. 


Is your Lady gone, Sir? 
 COURTINE. 


Yes: But what News of the . other Lady, . 
Mercury Þ 
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- PUOT. 
She's now below, Sir; and defires to fee yon. 
COURTINE. 
Is ſhe young ? handſome ? — 
PAGE. 
I can't tell that, Sir; but ſhe's rare and fine. 
COUATISS. 
22 PAGE. is [s Got 
1 on Sir, all Gold and Silver; with-a deep Polac 
iam Thangum over her Shoulders: and then 
I | 
- COURTINE 
* Pl e i r T 
| PAGE. 


ſhe 
( —— 


Fern 
G F 8 þ 


But Si. 
COUR 


2 — 
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COURTINE. 
Be gone, be gone, you Knave, or you be caogh: 
elſe. Oh! (Pat Page 
p Re-enter SY Lv. 5 
| u f 
Here's all that's left, my Heart. 7 3 
 COURTINE. 1 
1 am ſorry for it, it is very comfortable. [D-inti Oh, 
ob, oh! 
OLE at 
What ails my Life? | F 
COURTINE. 
| Oh, I have a horrid Tremor upon my Heart ! TY 


21d Palpitation I us'd to be woubled witd, roll Ag. 
Oh, if I were but 
971774 


Where, Love ? 

 . COURTINE., 

Oh! but in a condition to go abroad, there is an 
able Fellow of my Acquaintance, that 1 we to 
relieve me in this Extremſty. u tak 

SYLY14. 
Where does he live? 1 d > Couch e — 


go to him. 
COURTINE. : 
nnn 2 
off — Oh! now it kills me again. 
SYLPFTA. 
I ſhall not think it fo, when it is wy Duty; 
COURTINE. 
That's but too kind, 2 wn if I had 
but one Bottle of his E/ixir.— 


r. | „ 
How is it call'd? 
co 


= 7 
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f COURTINE. | 
Ay, Specimen Vite : 6 but ir 


Wer 
SYLV1 4s 


Where is't he lives then ? „ 


* COURARTING | 
Oh, 'tis'a horrid way off ! Beſides, it would trouble 


i , in this e a wichout 
wee. 


S714. 
reydes let me go. 
| COURTINE. 
. 'tis as for as Grub-firect Child, w Grab Jen? 
SXELFIH: © 
rh be back again inſtantly, —- 
COURTINEB | 
1 had rather, indeed, thou ſhouldſt go thyſelf, than 
ſend a Meſſenger, becauſe the buſineſs will be done more 


* 
a oh SYL 7714. 


How's the Direchon then ? 
Cob. 
Tn Gal nel, Child, at the Sign of the Sun and 
Phenix, I think it is, there lives a Chymiſt; ask for him, 
0,9 my Name deſire a Bottle of his Specimen Yue = 


Sri. 


Specimen Nis! Aci: 
COURTINE. 
Vita. Ill try in the mean lime if 


about the Room, and divert the Terror of my 


£YLPIE : ih, 4 

un my apr Downs... 
COURTINE. © 

Thaak you, ay ably ed in the ben. 

Name 


* 


of A 
COURTINE. 
1] can, LS. 

SYLFITA. 


"oy ..COURTINE. ae 
B'w'y my oh! | [Exit Sylvia, 
Emer Pact. 
bs ſhe gone? 
PAGE. 
] Yes, Sir. | - 
1 | COURTINE. j 
Where's the Lady ? Tags -4 
Sf 1247. MOOS 


Here ; juſt entring up the Back-Swairs. 
Lapy appears at the Door. 
COURTINE. : 


Re-enter SYLVIA | 
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 SYLFITA.. 

, my dewelt Love. va 
COURTINE. 

Gud b'w'y, my Joy. 
6171. 

Nay, give me another. By, Court. 
COURFIFINE. 

Bv'y, $Iver—So, is ſhe gone zgain?—The Devil 

ak me, if thou interrupteſt me any more. 

[Locks rhe Deer after ber. 


' Saws LADY. 


LADY. 
Ts. that your Lady, Sir ? 4 


COURTINE. 
ves; but I hope you'll not think the worſe of me, 
e NT ogg CEL Hg ant hen, 

ner led of better. 


LADY. 
Can you be fo kind, Sir, not to forget me? Do 
«7 eee 
COURTINE. 
n 
to be ever blotted out of my Memory !\———Though, 
n 
ef my Knowledge. . ¶ Lida 
LADY 
Where is your Lady gone, Sir? 
| COURTINE. 
Tor Gru. frert, Jewe), for ſome Specimen Vir. 
ET FPY. 
| Specimen Vite, Sir! Oh dear, what's that? 
COURTINE. 
re 
will hes: dug. is proſextly. | 


24D7r 


The Sorin! For 


nam  ..- 
Ye cn rt er 


take with Sir. 
OE COURTINEG eek 
— ſor ing ber Buſineſs, and 1 
— „ | | s (08. * I 


* 
. 1. * $ 2 


have pich,'d out ſuch another Man ſor th porpoſes f 
am, may be, the beſt Lawyer in the World for. Chah 
ber · practice · And if I do not find ont the Merzts of thy 
Cauſe 2s ſoon 22xökxͤ g % % 
W 2 
Really, you are ſo good · natur d 
COURTING | 
| Grab-frret and Specimen Lu, quot e | i 
the r ing 
won't cure him, let him die upon à Danghill, and be 
Fs [ Exennt Courtine and the Lady. 


The SCEN E. changes to Hd.. 


. 
BEAUGARD. © 
Heigho! Heigho ! Boy, Imp, where art thou # 
DWARF. * AY 

Here: Your Pleaſure? What's your Pleaſure; Su? 
| BEAUGARD. wade 

8 eee 


* 20 Arnizrs 7:0," 


mpeg _ 


A very eee its Baſel, Qing and « very x 
s I am wented withal 
| a- bed, tis true, but the Devil a wink 
of found Reſt came near my Senſes all the while; but 
broken Slum bers, Dreams, Starts, and ſprawling from 
one ſide to the other, in hopes the fair Unknown that 
| keeps this Caſtle might have been fo good-natur'd to 
have given a Stranger a Viſit, This can be no leſs than 
ſome romantic Defign/ of the little Fairy, that threat. 
ned ſhe would cheat the Widow of me: Now will 1, for. 
once, if ſhe does attempt me, put on that monitrou: 
Virtue, call'd Salf-denial, and be damnably conſtant, — 
What, Muſick again! This is a "inci as ahve 
that for it, where ever it be. Boy! 
DWARF. 
Did yap call, Sd : | 
EAD 

My Clothes, Monſter, my Veſtments: I hate a 
Diſtabilles mortally : I long to be rigg'd, that I may 

ern 
; [Dar dreſſer bia. 


as ON . 


A CO 
Welcome Mortal to this place, 

Where fmiling Fate did ſend abec: 
Snatch thy happy Minutes, as they paſs ; 
Vie knows how few attend thee? 

TE 'E IL | 
Fla of Joy about thee rout, 
Aud flow in endleſs Meaſure. 

Dip thy Wiſhes deep, and fill thy Soul 

Wah Draughts of every Pleaſure. 
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Fa? thy Heart with Love's Des e. 
a Thy Eyer aut eanty Charms - 
| With Imaginations fan the Fire, © 


Then fi it in thy Arms. © 


Whoſe fight can't be prevented; 
Treat it, whilft it flags here, with the be, 
tad the „ 


Fas 
c you that artead on ar Caddy; Will, 
And ſprintle the Ground 
With Perfumes around; ;. 
Sher bim your Duty, and bow a your Shil. 


Enter four Black Women, that dance to the ſame 
Meaſure of the Song, and ſprinkle weeks. | 


Circh him toi Charms, 
And raiſe in bir Heart” 
Such Alarms, 


As Copid er "wrought by the Power of bis Dave. 


Fill all bis Fins with @ tender Defire, 
And then fhexw a Beauty to fet u a-fire : f 
"Till kind panting Breafts to bis Wound e appiy, 
Then on theſe white Fille. Live let bim die. 
[The Dance ends. 


» 


A BEAU- 
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BEAUGARD. 

Faith, and with all my Heart; for I am weary of 
the lingring Diſeaſe, and long to taſte my Mortality moſt 
mightily. Hah! 2 Banquet too, uſher'd in by a couple 
of Cupid: ! [Two Cupids ran in 4 Table fn 
Pretty innocent Contrivance ! Well, here's no fear of 
ſtarving, that's one Comfort. Now, my dear Muſicians, 
would ye be but as good as your word, and ſhew me 
the Beauty you have fo prepar'd me for! »—— But 
then, my Widew! my dear, generous, noble-hearted 
Widow ! She that loves Liberty as I do. She that defies 
Matrimony as I do too. Shall I turn Recreant, and be 
- falſe to her? Ah Daredevil, Daredevil! How I want 
A 


Enter Da REDEVIL. 


| DAREDEPIL. 
| Beaugard, where art ? 
+. BEAUGARD. 
Ah, dear Damnation ! 1 was juſt pow heartily wiſhing 
for thee. 
DAIREDEMYIL. 
Such News ! ſach Tidings ! ſuch a Diſcovery ! 
BEAUGARD. 


Hah ! What's the matter, Man :? 
ERS e 
Only fix and fifty Virgins apiece for us, that's all, 
pretty little bloſkies, — uds, you Rogue, that 
never had ſo much as a blaſt of Maſculine Breath upon 
them yet.—— What's here? A Banquet ready? Nay 
then I am ſatisfy d. Never were Heroes ſo enchanted as 


9 


; BEAUGARD. 
But where are the * Daredevil p the Vir- 
gins ! 
DARE- 
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| RES F + + I » | | 
| There's only" on of . Chile; only", 2 

fach o one, my Soldier 
BEAUGARD. 
Is there but one then ? | 2 2 * 
DED Ert. | a 
That's no matter Man, I'll be contented, till thou 
haſt done with her: I hate a new Convemency that was 
never prafliſed upon ; "tis like a new Shoe that was 
never worn, wrings and. 3 
vily. 1 love my eaſe, | 
BEAUGARD. 
But is the very lovely? | 
DAREDEPTIL. 
Such a Swinger, you Dog! ſhell make thy Heart 
| bound like a Tennis Ball at the Sight of her; witha 
majeſtic fiately Shape aud Motion. 
| REAUGARD. 
Well. 


— 
* 


DAREDEVIL.. 
A Lovely, Angelical, Commanding Fecc. 
85400. 
By Heav'ns. 


542252771. 

With two Trumphant, Rolling, Murdering Eyes, 
that ſwear at you ev'ry time you look upon her. 
BEAUGARD.. 

Stand off, fand off, I ſay; (he's. mine this Minute, 
But thea again, my WIdO 


" Enter a La Mail d. 


Hah !—— Mask'd too when the Devil hall I ſce a 
Woman with her own natural Face again? Madam 
| "HEMT 

HAY , e Hg 6 Hb there is a 
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gmall Account, Sir, to. be adjuſted herwixt you and I, 
Where are my Servants? Who is it waits there? 
[Several Men wizarded, and arm'd, appear at the Doors, 
BEAUGARD. 
What the Devil can be the meaning of this now? 1 
am not to F 


and P " 
11 2 REDEVIL. 14 
Murder'd, in N. 
of being murder d, truly. 4 fe | 
LADY. 
Come, Sir, fit down, Sir. 
BEAUGARD. 


Madam, Lu obey you. 
LADY. 


I Qdaoubt not, Sir, but fince your coming hither, 
You are much furpris'd, ow WOT of your The. 


+: 


ment. 
DAREDEPIL. 
So now the Fardle's opened, we ſhall fee what is 
in it. LA las. 
BEAUGARD. 
Madam, 't has been fo very highly generous — 
LADY. 


32 are prepar'd with Compliments to pay me 


But, Sir, ſuch Coin's adulterate and baſe ; 
I muſt have honeſt Dealing from your Heart. 
- DAREDEMIL. 
| Swear to her, ſwear to her a little, Man ; ben out a 
Buſhel of Oaths upon her inſtantly ; Swear, ſwear, if 
thou wilt do any good upon her. : 
LADY. 
I know my Rival | | 
BEAUGARD. 

Ay, 'tis ſo, juſt fo, juſt as I thought ; my poor Widow 

will run a damnable Hazard of loſing thi Feet Perſon 
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of mine, if 1 do not take abundance of Care in the 
Buſineſs. Here are Rogues on each hand, with Blunder- 
EAD. 
She, by her Arts, ; 
And the en 
I know, 's poſſefs'd already of your Heart. 
| But know too, I'm a Woman loath Refuſal, 
Scornful Refuſal 
DAREDEPIL. 
| Swear to her, I tell thee : That ever a Fellow ſhould 
loſe all this time for an infgnibcant Oath of two. { {fur 


LADY. 
Or, if my Fortune, 
Which is not deſpicable, prove too weak 
An Argument to tnll you 1 diferve you; 
Yet I have this en bead, I meat Gn 
Either for Shame or Ends ; but rather choſe * 
To run the Risk of being deny d your Love, 
rr 
|  BEJUGARD. 
Hab. — ö | 
That, Madam, I'm moſt miſerable, 
Unleſ 


r 
Your Widow Porcia, Sir, your Widow. 
BEAUGARD. 
LADY. 
Well. 


That I love her, and will for ever. 
LADN. 
Death! Do you confeſs it too 2 
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See you not here yourſelf within my Power, 
And dare you till confeſs you love that Creature? 
Thus far ve kept my Word, I've crofs'd. her Stratagems; 
You are here my Pris'ner, and by what is paſt, 
You ought to think me capable of more. 
DAREDEMVIL. | 
If this Fellow would but ſwear a little, all this might 
be reQify'd. Madam, to my own Knowledge 
BEAUG ARD. 
Fool, ſtand off. 


I'm ſenſible that you are the lovelieſt Creature, 
My — er ga d on; but—— 


249. 
enn! 
I'm ſure 


Vou ' yourſelf ſcorn, nor think me worth your Heart, 
Could I be faithleſs, could 1 be unconſtant. 
Pity me, * Ones yet, methinks this Hand 


CFD Fe + - 
Should T to thy ne 
By Heav'n, I'll never bear i. — 
BEAUGARD. 
Madam! 
DAREDEPIL. 
Madam, 
Could you but throw ſome favour on your Servant. 
LADY. 


By all the fury in a Woman's Heart, 
Til be reveng'd on his. Make ready, Slaves, 
To do your Office 
DAREDEMVIL. 
Madam 


BEAUGARD. | 
Look you, Madam, your Ladyſhip may do your 
pleaſure, you may command half a dozen of Bullet? 
 throogh my nu. if you have a mind to have 
your 
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your Beauty ſpoke well of by the Criticks of Helbew nw» 
that once a Month fwarm at their Windows to ſpy 


No, take your Liſe, and with't this atiafa8ion 3 | 
Porcia ſcorus you, as much as you do me: 
And, till thou fueſt upon thy humble Knees = 
To me for Pity, Porcia hall thee. 


BEAUGARD. 
Madam, I ſwear ! 
| | LADY. 


BEAUGARD. © yer 
Beauties. + 


3 74 if wat 1 
\Be gone, for ever fy this. Ab .— [Syncats. 


Enter CounTing. 


 __COURTINE. 
Death, Nr * "How came I Miter? 


Friend Courting! 4 What's the matter? 
| COURTINE 
A chous'd, —— 1 


Farr „ Won a n. 


WOMAN. - 
A Midwife! Ran for a Midwiſe, run for ſome good 
Woman h Madam, an Accident. CE 


BEAUGARD. 
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| Heav'ns! a Midwife. | 1. 
COURTINE. 

Yes, Friend, a Midwife. T am ſweetly manag'd, —— 
T thought 1 had been in private here, in this Houſe, 
with a * Perſon of good Reputation, and it proves a 
dam d trapanning Strumpet, Juſt in the middle of all 
our good Underſtanding together, ſhe fetches a great 
Shriek, and roars out For a Midwife; The Drab is full 
gone with Baſtard, and ſwears J am the Father of it. 

BEAUGARD. 

A very great HappineG, take my Word for't, Friend; 
Children bring a great Honour with them, Cevrtize, 
le may grow up te be « Comfort ee thee in thy old 


Age, Man. 
D ARED E V I . | 
Oh, your Olive Branches are unſpeakable Bleſſings, 


the Gift of Heav'n. I love to ſee Poſterity go forward, 


and Families encreaſe with all my Heart. 
COURTINES. 


Let me be hang'd and quarter d, Gentlemen, if ever 


I : fer Eyes on the Harlot in my Life before. My 
ſweet Wife, with a Pox to her, brought me hither. 
| BEAUGAR 
Why, is thy Wife in London P 
2 UD USTT NS: 
Yes, Hell confound her! ſhe has hunted me Full 
Cry up to Town; ſeiz'd upon me this Morning, and 
- - kan tank hc tn laſt 


Night. 
—— DPFRISTFFE 
Why then, for ought I know, we may bo Nil 
enchanted. 


BEAUGARD. 


I am glad r rn m, 


the Houſe ? 
COURTINE. 
gags I was forced to counterfeit Sickneſs, till I was 


cen 
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e'en ſick indeed, to get rid of her, upon pretence of 
going to my Phyſician, in the Devil's name; that this 
confounded Bulker, with her Guts full of Baſtard, 
and | might conſole tr for half an — 


7 am ſweetly fitted a Concubine, that's the e truth 

4 on't. 

3 | BEAUGARD. 

21 This comes of your Whoring, Ceurtine ; if you had 

at kept me Company, and liv'd virtuouſly, none of this 

4 had happened to you now. But you muſt be wandring, 
No reaſonable Iniquity will ſerve your turn, 

13 ler. 

0 | Wn 7 

Ha, ha, ha! Well, Vil Fear, Captain Courting, 


are the happicſt Gentleman! Yonder's the fineſt 
ping Boy for you. Why, it wall be able to 
Muſquet in your Com 
then, I am fo oblig'd to you for bringing y 

lie in at my Houſe, that if your Wife will do me the 
Honour, 1'l take it for a Favour to and for Godmother 


with her. 
COURTINE. 

And, Madam, to return your Compliment, I wich 
with all my Heart you were pregnant with a Litter of 
nine ſuch chopping Boys, upon Condition that I were 
bound to be Godfather to the whole Kennel-—Confound 
your being witty, with a Plague to you. LA.. 

BEAUGARD. 

That's ſomething coarſe though, Friend, to a Lady 

that's ſo civil to you, 


Enter ſeveral Maid. of the Family, ones wwith the Child. 


1141. 
see Jem, yon's the Man ; that, that's the Father. 
2 MAID. 
Tu ſwear it is a proper Perſon, 


© << 


3 MAID. 


8 MAID. 1 


1 
| I MAID. | 
What a pretty little Noſe it has ! 
2 MAID. - 
| And juſt its Father's Eyes for all the World. 
It never grieve a to a Child 
88 4 


a handſom 
_ COURTINE. 
" ! ye Drabs! ye fulſom, Sdn Whom! 
"BEAUGARD. 
| ty upon it, Courtine; fy for Shame: give { bing 
| & the Hufe, Man; that's bat civil. 


Enter SyLv1A. 


971714. 
A Bead! Death, a Baſtard! Under my Noſe too! 
Where's the vile hateful Monſter? 
BEAUGARD. 
| Have Patience, Lady.— | 
| | S714. 
Falſe, loathſom Traitor. 
COURTINE. 
Now my Joy's compleated. _ 
SYLY1A. . 
Let me come at him, let me go. — 
COURTINE. 
Hold her faſt, Friend, if thou loveſt me. 
„ 
Thou Devil ! — Thou treach'rous, faithleſs, perjur d 
Wretch 9 — 6 waa PI 


The SoLDizr's ForTuNnEs. 359 
COURTINE. 


| SYLYIA. 
Did ever Lee this? 
Degenerate Bruce | thos, only in Falſhood, Man ! 
Thou rampant Goat abroad, and Drone at home. 
5 | 
Like a awith a Bete, &c. | 2 
* S7 L714. OO 
Thou perſect Yoke-fellow! thou heavy Ox, 
I hou want'ſt a Goad to make thee know thy Strength. 
Death, N end Tü I could dis tha Rove fan. | 
I'll bear it no longer. Bedlam / Bedlam / Bedlam? 
[Corine agi, and dancer a Fig 
8717414. 
No more! I'll ſtay no more to be his Triumph. 
Be warn'd by me, ye Virgins that are bleft 
With your ſirſt native Freedom Let no Daths 
Of 44. Mankind woo you to your Ruin: 
But when a creeping, fawning, weeping Crocodile 
Moans at your Feet, remember then my Fall : 
And when for Pity moſt his Tears implore, 
Like me, your Virtue to your Hearts recall ; 
Reſolve to ſcorn, and never ſee him more. { Exit, 
COURTINE. 
With all my Heart, thou dear, dear Wife and Plague. 
BEAUGARD. 
Methinks a very pitiful Caſe this, Madam. 
LADY. 
If your Widow wins bas hat, ths now, the mids. 
fairly ſee what ſhe is like to truſt to- 
[ Here the ſham Scene. 


Enter a Woman and DAAD. 


WOMAN. 
Oh, Madam ! Madam — beoar of 9.6 e 
LADY. 
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\ALFYÞ 
te Woman! Pr'ythee, what's the Matter } | 
are we in any danger ?. 
DAREDEMPIL. 

Only your. Brother-in-law, Madam, and his Friend 
with above a Dozen - 2 # © v1 han that's 
all the Matter, Madam. 
| LADY. 

My Brother-in-Law ! 

. DAREDEPTIL. 

Ves, your Brother-in-Law, Lady, if your Name be 

Percia : Such a one they ask for, . 
BEAUGARD. 

Porcia! 114 | 

COURTINE. 
Yes, Porcia I could have told you ſhe was Porcie 
before. | 
PORCIA. 
'Tis but too true, Sir; my unhappy Name is Porcia. 
BEAUGARD. 

Porcia, my Widow my dear lovely Widow ! 

What an ill-natur'd Trick was this Concealment! 
PORCILA. 
Though, Sir, you never ſaw my Face before, 
If now you think it worth your leaſt Regard, 
Protect me; for I dread my Brother's Fury, 
Ev'n worſe than Matrimony. Here, Sir, I yield myſelf 
9 p yours for ever. 
BEAUGARD. 
Agd hail 7 clays (thee? 
PORCIA. 
From this Hour, for ever. 
' SEAUGARD. 

And, by this happy Hour, I'll keep thee mine then. 

Secure thyſelf in the next private Cloſet, 


Peace 
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Peace to thy Heart, poor Widow. {Exit Porcia, 
Give us but Arm 
DAREDEPTIL. 


Thoſe I've provided for you. Wa 
1 found our Swords in a certain private Corner that 
ſhall be nameleſs, where I was propofing ſome civil 
Familiarities to the Lady Governeſs of the Family, juſt 
as the Bluſterers entered. 
BEAUGARD. 
Are they in the Houſe, then? 
DAREDEFIL. 
Yes, and have bound the Servants too; the hungry 
Rogues were all ſurpris'd at Dinner; you'll hear more 
of them preſently, I'll warrant you, 


COURTINE. 
Stand to your Arms, Beazgard; the Enemy's upon 
us, 
DAREDETFTIL. 

We have had a Succeſſion of very pretty Adven- 
tures here; firſt we are enchanted, then we are fiddled 
to ſleep, then we are fiddled up again; then here's a 
Diſcovery of a very fair Lady, follow'd by another, 
of a bouncing brown Baſtard; and when we might 
have thought all Fortune's Tricks had been over, we are 
in a very fair way at laſt of having our Throats cut. 
But I'll ſecure one Life, agate } - 

lin of: 


BEAUGARD. 
Dog, ſtay and fight, or, by Heav'n, I rip you 
Heart out. 
94222272171 
Well then, if I muſt fight | muſt: What a Por, 
I have two good Seconds o my fide; and that has fav'd 


many a Coward's Credit before pow. IN within. 
K Q 1420. 


ä — 
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THEODORET. 
Break open the Door there, force the Paſſage, 1 


With it. 


Enter ThzoOboreT, GrRATIAN, and FaTHBR. 


BEAUGARD. 
Well, Gentlemen, what farther? What means this 
Violence here? 
THEODORET. 
I hope, Sir, that's no Secret, when you ſee who we 


Ae. 


FATHER. 
We come, Sir, to demand a Lady, Sir; one Feria. 
BEAUGARD. 

How's that, my Father ! 

. 

Father me no Fathers: I am none of thy Father, rel. 
low ;; but ] am theſe Gentlemens Friend here. Now, 
Atheiſt, will I murder thee. 

D AREDEPFTIL. 

Oh Lawd ! 

FATHER. 

Tack, Jack, Jack ! Come hither, Jack 5 a Word with 
thee, Jack : Give me a hundred Pieces now, and I'll 
be o'thy fide, Jack; and help thee to beat off theſe im- 
pudent Fellows. Gentlemen, I cannot but own to you | 
{hat this is my Son 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir, were you nick'd to your Shirt, I would not part | 

with a ſingle Shilling, Sir. 


FATHER. 
if he were my Son ten thouſand times, 


TT FR I Oy ag Gaya againſt 
him. Dræuu. 
BEAUGARD. 
| You may remember, Gentlemen, a Challenge. 
GRA. 
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GRATIAN. 

Sir. 

COMHELES 
BEAUGARD. 

I'll tell thee more hereafter, To ſhew LP” 

forgot it, the Lady you thus perſecute is now under 

my Protection, and with my Sword I'll keep her fo. 


COURTINE. | 
If we don't, may my Wife get the better of me, and 
wear mine for a Bodkin, 
THEODORET. 
Come on then, Sir. 


BEAUGARD. 


For the Lady. 
GRATIAN. 
For my Honour. 
COURTINE. 
And for my Friend, Sir. 
DAREDEPTL. 
Old Brimftone-Beard, have at thee. 
[ Fight. The reft of Theodoret's Party full in. 
COURTINE. 
Baſe Traitors ! Odds ! 
 BEAUGARD. 
Confound 'em ! thruſt. 


Which you 
Hah! a C 


als Corda ahh of 


DAREDEPIL. 
| Oh, I am lain! my Maw runs out: What will be. 
come of me! Oh! [Gratian and Daredevil Fall. 


Emer Tu Zz o0DOnRET. 


THEODORET. 
Secure that Paſſage now fares my 


Friend : 
Q 2 GR 4- 
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GRATI AN. 
I'm wounded : Send for a Chirurgeon quickly, for I 


bleed much. 
THEODORET. 
Look to your Maſter, Sirrah ; and you, Fellow, be 
_ careful of this Beaſt here. 
 DAREDEPIL. © 
ob, « Parſon! a Parſon! dear Sir, a Parſon ! * 
pious good Divine, if you have any Charity. 


Enter FATHER awith POA C1 A. 


. 
Here, here ſhe is; I ha' got her for you; let me 
alone for ferreting a Female's Quarters out. 
THERODORRET. 
I'd have you, Sir, take care for your Security : There's 
/ Miſchief dcne, Si. 


FATHER. 
The more Miſchief the better; thou halt find me 
no Flincher, Boy : here, here ; make ſure of her. 


PORCIA. 
Inhuman Tyrant! Why am I abus'd thus? Help! 
Murder! Help ! 
THEODORE 7. 
None of your Tricks; no Cries, no Shrieks for 
Succour. S 


By Hell, here's that ſhall ſilence you for ever. 

'Thou Woman : thou young, itching, wanton Devil ! 
Fly to baſe Cells of Luſt ! Give up thy Virtue, 

Diqgrace thy Name, and triumph ev'n in Infamy. 

On what a tott'ring Point his Honour ſtands, 

That truſts the Treaſure in ſuch laviſh Hands, [Excunt. 


ACT 
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ACT YC ERR 1. 


* Lvuoc nir 14 in Max's due, . 
ad CHlonls _ 


LUCRETIA. 5 
R O M this gay Minute farewel Love and Doating: 
I have ſhook the laxy, ſtretching, wiſhing Folly 
out of my Blood, and now my wandring Heart is at 
home again, Let me ſee; I have a hundred and a 
hundred times wiſh'd myſelf a Man; and now, in out- 


hn 
CHLORTIS. 


LUCRETIA.. 


 LUCRETIF A. 
„ Hozzy ! take Notice from this important 
Moment, I am no more 


cations in Dirt-Pies : Nay, 
Voluntier into Germany againſt the Tl. 
az 


: - 
— 200 ARA — 7 ney nn — 
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CHLORIS. | 
Bat what will be the end of all this, Madam 
” LUCRETTIA. 

Why, if I go into the War, I ſhall have the Privilege, 
when I return home, to talk of Marches, Battles 
and Sieges, which I never was at, nor underſtand any 
more than the Fools I tell my Story to. If I ſtay at 
home, with the Privilege of good Clothes, Pertneſs and 


moch Simplicity, will I ſet up for a Spark, grow fami- 


liar at White-ball, and impudent with ns fie 
there or another; run in Debt with a high Hand, be 
terrible in cating-Houſes, and noiſy all over the Town. 
, SL ORIS 
A very hopeful Reſolution. 
LUCRETIA. 
As thus: When I and another Spark meet ; Damn me, 


| Tack, ſays I, What Times are there ſtirring ? What 


Ready to be had ? What Caravans have you met with, or 
what Looſe lately managed? You . you look very 
high upon the Huckle. a 
CHLORIS. 
Well, Madam; But what will all this Gibberiſh fignify? 
LUCRETIA. 
Signify, you Fool! why what it ſignifies already ; 
Wit, Courage, Martia? Diſcipline, Intereſt at Court, 
Pretence to Preferment, Free Quarters in my Lodgings, 


and Free Booty in every Cuckold's Shop, who hall truſt 


me againſt his palpable Knowledge, that I am not worth a 
Groat; and never have the Impudence to hope to be paid. 
CHLO RIS. 
ua your THC „ ws ? 


 ZUCRETIXN. | 
Yes, Huſly, „ me i 


che Matter: Il! have a Doxy this very Night, I have 


9 2 her out already; Ceurtine s Wiſe, that jealous, 
, infatiable Help-mate of the Captain's ſhall be 


my — del Tebeſo, She's in Love with me already» 


that's s my Comfort: As I paſſed through the Hall juſt 
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now, ſhe coming into the Houſe to pay a Viſit to the 
Widow Porcia, (who, by the way, is as wicked as my- 
ſelf. and my great Counſellor in this noble Projeti) we 
met: I, you muſt know, bow'd very reſpectfully ; the 
taking me for a Stranger, curtſy d as low; and 
me ſtrictly leer d at me, as if that Minute the 
Aim at my Heart, and defign'd nie for her Quarry. 
CHLORIS. 3 
But, Madam, ſhe knows, and muſt diſcover you. 
LUCRETIA. © 
Thou art a Fool: ſhe never ſaw me till yeſterday in her 


Life-time, then too diſguiſed: So that if 1 do not prac- 
tie on her Frailty, and by that means find a Way * 
revenge m on that Vi Beaugard, 
e ns OT 
never know more than the preſent Uſe I make of them» 
CHLORIS. 
Hit, Madam, ſhe's retarning, 


Enter $ x 191 „. 


LUCRETIA. 
Huſh then: Now my Cauſe is coming on, and have 
at her. 
SYLYIA. 


Sweet-heart, pray oblige me ſo far to ſhew me the 
way to the Gardens; I come to pay a Viſit to Madam 
Porcia, and am inform'd ſhe's gone there for the Air 
A very handſome Youth— Aide, 

CHLORIS. - | 
Madam, this young Gentleman here is come hither on 
the ſame kind Errand with your Ladyſhip, and waits 


*till her Return. 
| LUCRET/ A. 


all the Converſation of your Sex beſides. 
Q 4 STL 
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SYLY14. 
Indeed, Sir! 
| LUCRETIA. 
| Yes, indeed, Madam. P 
STLYIA. 


Are you a Relation to this Family, Sir ? 

| LUCRETIA. 

Madam, the greateſt Advantage I hope from the 
Family is, henceforth to have oftener the Honour of 
kifling your fair Hands here: It is an Orportunity I 
ſhould make no ungentlemanly uſe of. 

STYTLYIA. 

Opportunity, Sir? 

_ LUCRETTYS. - 

Yes, Opportunity, Madam: I am not aſhamed to 
mention ſo honeſt a Friend as Opportunity, to one that, 
"by her Vears and Beauty, ſhould not, methinks, be 4 
mortal Foe to Opportunity, 

SYLYIA. 
' Do you know me, Sir? 
LUCRETIA. 

Why, Madam; do I treat you like a Stranger! 
Know you ! By this good Hour, there has not been a 
Day or Night ſince I firſt ſaw you, that I have thought 
or dream'd of any thing elſe. Are not you the Wife of 
a certain ſwaggering Squire about this Town, who calls 
himſeli Captain Courtine ? 

SYLYI A. 

Yes, Sir; ſuch a Friend in a Corner I have, Sir; 
and what have you to fay to him, Sir: — Lill ſwear, a 
very handſome Youth ſtill.— | 
LUCRETIA. 

What, Madam! what I have to ſay to you, rather 
than loſe you, I would fay to him; which is, t at I lice 


you, love you, languiſn for you; and would with all 


my Heart, Blood, Spirit and Fleſh, I—— 
SYLPFI A. 
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SYLFILA. 
Ill fwear, Sir, 11 
ſo is Mr. Courtine ; ha, ba, ha! - 
LUCRETIA. 
Mr. Courtine | Take notice, Madam, I receive that 
Expreſſion as kindly as if yoga had call'd him What I 
with him: For, pretty one, if my Intelligence be true, 
he lives with your Ladyſhip as muck Urs Ma: Gamers 
as much like a Gentleman—— 


871714. 
Sir! | 
LUCRETIA. 
Madam ! 
| SLV. 
Oh Gad, he's very handſome. [Ao 


LUCRETINI. | 
Shall we walk in theſe Gardens anon, Fe walls 


Privilege of a Key that opeits into the Fields: The 
Moon ſhines too. 


SYLFT A. 
Between Ten and Eleven does the Moon ſhine ? 
LUCRETIA. 
As bright as any thing but yourſelf, 
SYILYIA. 
But you'll tell, young Gentleman. 
LUCRETIA. 
Oaly you how 1 love you. 5 
71714 - 
Eleven's a late Hour. 
LUCRETIZ. 
Not too late. 2 
STI 4. 
Indeed 
LUCRETIA. 


| Take this, and my Word for it. 
Qs 
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STL. 

Fie, how you uſe me, when you mean to forget me. 
LUCRETIA. © 

Hubs, no more; Company's coming. Eleven. 

812714. 

Ten, if you are kind enough. 

LUCRETIX. 


Well ſaid, my chaſt Sex. | Adi. 


Enter Po Rc 14. 


_ PORCIA. 
Oh, Coufin, art thou come! Thou art the wel- 


comeſt Creature on the Earth; I have expeſted thee 


2 Oh, Sir? your 


Servant. 
| LUCRETILA. 
Jan here, Madam, in order to your Commands. 
1 


Her Commands 
OA CIA. 


Oh, Couſin, the prettieſt beſt - natur d Youth ! He is 


ſomething related to us a great way off; and by that 
means has the Privilege of viſiting, without Offence to 
my jealous Brother-in-Law, and tyrannical Guardian. 
Have you contriv'd that Buſineſs ? 
LUCRETI MA. 
Madam, it is done. 
SYLYIA. 
Bus'neſs! What Bus neſs, Coufin? 
+ Lord, Couſin, you ſeem concern d at it. 
PORCIA. 
I'll tell thee: Seeing myſelf bere confin'd to the 


Rules and Limits of a very Priſon, I am reſolv'd to put 


as good a Face upon the Matter as it will bear, and 
make my Misfortune as eaſy as I can. Wherefore, for 
= bttle prefent Diverſion, I have contriv'd a Letter in 
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en unknown Name, by this young Agent here, and 
convey'd it to thy lewd Husband, with another in my 
own to 4; and ſent for thee, my Dear, to hare 
in the Pleaſure of the Conſequence. 

31714914 
Ha, ha, ha! But what will be this Conſequence, 


Couſin ? 

PORCIA. 

Twenty to one but K 
Divertiſement to my Jailors ; who are fo very 
cCious, they would fancy a Rat behind the ena tr 
a conceal'd Lover. It may too, by chance, produce 
me ſome lacky Opportunity once more to make my 
out of their mercileſs Power. Nay, they are 
already half diſpos'd to run away themſelves ; for by 

my Woman's Intereſt m the Chi who has Care 
of the ſwenrring Atheiftical Fellow, yeſlerday hurt in 

the Scuffle, and afterwards convey'd hither, he gives it out 
that he fears his Wounds may be mortal. Upon which, 
my Lover Gratias ſighs, and turns up his Eyes like a 
godly Brother at Exerciſe. My Brother Theoderer puff» 
iwells, grinds his Tecth, and ſtamps as if be would brain 
himſelf againſt the next Wall; while poor Beaugard's 
ne'er-be good Father has with pure Fear, loſt a red Noſe 
that has been his faſt Friend for theſe forty Years; and 
_ every time he ſees his Face in a Glaſs, fancies every 


Wrinkle there has the ſhape of a Gibbet. 
Enter PII LI. 
PHILLIS. 
Oh, my dear, dear Lady, what will become of us 
the moſt unhappy Accident ! | 
| PORCIA. 
Hab! 
PHILLIS. 


. I could not poſſibly help it: I ba? loft 
POR. 


— — ARCs err 5 


here between theſe two poor 
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PORCIA. 

Loft it, loſt what? What haſt thou loſt ? Would thou 
hadſt loſt thyſelf; loſt a Leg or an Arm, or any thing. 
rather than have put me in -this Fright. Speak, what is 


the matter ? 
| PHILLIS. 
Oh, Madam, the Billet ; Madam, the Billet. 
| | LUCRETIA. 
How's this ? 
PORCIA. 
What, the Note I ſent to Beaugard ? 
PHILLIS. 


As I hope to ſee you happy, Madam, I put it as faſt 
naked Breaſts here, as ever 
it could ſtick, ſo I did; when, juſt as I was going forth, 
who ſhould meet me but the old, wicked, ranting, roar- 
ing Gentleman that lies hid here for fear of hanging, 
would he had been well hanged a Twelvemonth fince : 
and there he fell a towzing and mowzing, and a med. 
ling with me; I was never fo afraid of being raviſh'd in 
my Life, gad he knows: So in the ſtruggle, I gueſs the 


Note was loſt truly; though in my Heart, I wiſh I had 


been raviſh'd fix times over, rather than ſuch a Misfortune- 
had happen'd. Nevertheleſs, I have done your Bus neſs 
for you, ſo I have. 

PORCIA. 


Bus'nefs ! what Bus'neſs ? Uglineſs and ill Reputation 


light on thee. Thou baſt undone and ruin'd me for ever. 
PHILLIS. 

Why, I have met with the uti dis te 
whole matter, as well a« if he had read it in the Letter 
himſelf. He's but too kind a Man to you, and I too- 
faithful a Servant, ſo I am, to be thus reviled and curſed 


by you for all this. 
| PORCIA. 


What then did he fay? Fool, Beaſt and Blockhead.; 
toll me. | 


PHIL. 


” © = 
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PHILLIS. 

Why, be faid, he'd die a thouſand and a thouſand 

times for you, were it ſo he did; and chat 

he will not eat, drink or fleep till be has ſet you at Li- 

berty, ſo he wo' not; and that he will be in the Garden 


| before Ten. 
| LUCRETIA. 
What's in this Caſe to be done, Madam? 
PORCIA. 


O deareſt Couſin, retire if you love me; for, ſhould 
the Lords of my Liberty get any Notice of this Billet, 
and find a Man here, notwithſtanding your Relation, who 
knows what ill Uſage it may aggravate !=—— To thy 
Chamber, dear Lucrece, e er the Storm comes upon us. 


. 
LUCRETIA. 
Jam all Obedience: Sweet Creature, you'll remember. 
[To Sylvia, 
SYLFIA. 
It is not poſſible to forget you, ſurely. 
 ZUCRETIA 
Bleſſings on you for this Goodneſs. 


e ber Hand, ant Exik 
Tay Tun ovonnr is « Regs 


inſtantly, all of ye. By hols Devile that dance in your 

gogling Eyes, Madam, III try if you have given your. 

ſclt over to Hell ſo far, that you can out at a Key-hole. 

| PORCIA. 

What means the great He-brute ? 
THEODORET. 
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ble profligate Wretch! fogh ! ſend you the draggle 
tail'd Miniſter of thy lewd Affairs a hunting, full Cry a 
bout the Town, upon the rank Scent of a brawny back d 
Hector! By Heavens! the thought of it makes me loath 
the Houſe, and fancy it flinks of the foul Sins thou haſt 


imagin'd in it. 
r 
Thou barbarous, ill-manner'd, worſe than Beaſt! Why 
am 1 abus'd thus; why made a Priſoner too, at your 
fawcy Will? ſetter d up, and barr'd all Liberty and Con- 


verſe ? 
THE ODORET. 
For the ſame Reaſon other too hot-blooded Females 


are; becauſe, if poſſible, 1 would not have a good Breed 


ſpoil'd. 
PORES 

What a Load of Dirt is thy Thick-Skull cram'd with- 

al, if thy Tongue were able to throw it out! 
THEODORET. 

Filthy, filthy, fulſome filthy! What, be a Dell Cam- 
mon, and follow the Camp! how lovelily would your fair 
Ladyſhip look, mounted upon a Baggage-Cart, e 
over the reſt of the Captain's dirty Equipage ! 

STLYIA. 

If any thing in the World would make me follow a 
Camp, it would be a very ſtrong fancy I have, that 1 
ſhould never ſee you in one, Sir. 

THEODORET. | 

Your Ladyſhip has reaſon to defend the Soldier's 

Cauſe : ' You have married one, as 1 take it, Madam. 


Ha, ha, la. 
PORCIA. 


le in a Camp! he has not Courage enough to 

animate half a Taylor, nor good Humour enough to 

make a Spaniel of, nor Senſe enough, if he were that 
nn: 09902 $0, Sek, ane? Garry: 

 THEODORET. 

This will open no Locks, Lad, | 


P O R- 
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| 202014 
But there are Infiruments to be had, that wil tweak 


open Locks, Sir. 
THEODORET. 
Will you pleaſe to retire, and conũder farther of that 


in your Chamber. 
ORC. 
No, I'll not tir, Sir. 


„ .  THESCPFUEEF. 
Nay, by Heaven, but you ſhall, Madam. 
SYLYIA. 
Nay, by Heaven, but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. 
[Farber at the Door, 
THEODORET. 
How ! 
FATHER. 


By Jour, and e 1 and fill a little and 


ſce what's the matter. 
THEODORET. 
Do not drive me to uſe Violence. 


FATHER. 
How! Violence to a fair Lady! that's not o well 
neither, 
PORCIN. 


Hark you, Sir, my Jailor or my Hang-man ; for which 
of the two your Office will end in, by your Proceedings, 
cannot imagine: do but touch me, or offer the leaſt 
Violence to compel me to a cloſer Confinement ; by this 
injur'd Heart, I'll Gre the Houſe about your Ages 
Ears: rr 
dure ſuch Iaſulence and Torment any longer. 5 


THEODORET. 4 


Very well. 
- FIFHRAR 
I'gad, a brave Girl, a delicate Wench ! how my H 
gers itch to take her part now! I have a Month's mind 
ts eſpoale | her Quarrel and make Friends * 
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again. Honeſt Facky / 'tis the beſt-natur'd Boy in 
ie World, though I was ſuch a Beaſt to fall out with 


PORCTA. a 
Inhuman, cruel Theodeer / why do you affliit me 
thus? Why do you force the Tears from my poor Eyes, 
EET OT III ye Wonng'© you Fo 


[.. 

THEODORET. : 
For your Soul's Health, Lady ; and the Welfare of 
your waſting Reputation. A Pox o your whining ! 
come, to your Chamber, to your Prayer-Book and Re- 
pentance: Faſting and Humiliation will be good for you, 
To your Chamber. | 

PORCIA. 


To my Grave firſt. | 
THEODORET. 


Nay then Wha, hoa! 
| [Offers to lay bold of ber. 
 PORCIA. 
Stand off! Murder! Cramps, Rhevms and Palſies 
wither thy unmanly Hands, | 
moe # - ODORET. 
By Heaven! 


| PORCIA. 
- You dare not do it. 
THEODORET. 


| No, Sir, you dare not do it, you dare ot. 

"STS DPOCREFSy. 
Avaunt Paſi! Confound me but I ſhall be feratch'e 
| here preſently for my Patience. 

 SYLPFI A: 
What an ill-bred Camel tis! 
| FATHER. | 

Nr . 


e 
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ſhall not, Sir, Hoh ! he he ef your hana 
Pretenfons? 


£ ts Bengal - 


THEODORET. 


FATHER. 
Brute, Brute! Brute me no Brute, Friend 241 
am a Man, Fellow; Battoons and Bilboes ! —_ 


Gentleman! 
| THEODORET. 
Your Pardon, Sir 
871714. 


Don't pardon him. Sir. 


Enice GuaTian haning on @ Staff. 
GRATIAN. 


THEODORET. 


GRATIAN. 
If ever we ought to do any thing for our Safety, letus 
now prepare and look about us: I have made hard Shift 


to hobble hither, my wont 
We are all loſt. 


Oh, Friend | 


Pogo Gratian. 


THEODORET. 
I can fear nothing when my Friend's ſo near me. 
L 

Now Couſin rebel, and force your Freedom nobly. 

| FATHER. 2 

© Jacky, I hope, Jacky at the Head of Mirmidenr, and 
declaring for his Property. Look you, Gentlemen: I 
muſt confeſs I have a Remorſe of Conſtience, and am 
ſenſible I have been a Rebel: Wherefore if my Liege Son 
and Heir have recruited his Power and be once more up 
in Arms, Loyalty and natural Aﬀeftion, Friends, will 
work; I muſt pronounce fer Prince Jacky; and here [ 
reſolve to defend his Territories. [Draws a bread Sword, 


GRA 


378 The ATHzi1sT: Or, 


 "GRATTAN. 
If Prince Jacky have Intereſt enough to get your 


Pardon for Murder, Sir, jt will be your beſt way to > 

cloſe with him; for, in ſhort, the Atheiſt Daredevil, your 20 

Antagoniſt, is dead, Gs :: fe 

«is 1-59 "SES DO-DOREY. N 

Hahl! Dead! © 7-3 

+ FATHER. 

Dead! 7 
GRATIAN. 

Yes dead, Sir. r 

911714 | \ 

So much the better, Porcia, let us run up to the 1 


1 Leads, and cry out Murder to the Streets this Moment. 
= - FATHER. 
1 Then I find, that I am but a ſhort-liv'd Sinner; fare- 
1 wel for ever Old Hock, Sherry, Nutmeg and Sugar, 
| Seven and Eleven, Sink-Tray, and the Doublets ! Never 
| comes better of rebelling againſt one's natural born Chil- 
o | dren. I ſhall be hang d one of theſe Sun-ſhiny Mornings, 
| and a Ballad come out in the Afternoon to a lamentable 
| _ "Eighty-eight Tune of the careful Son, and prodigal 
| Father. Dead ſaid you, Sir ? 
[ r 
| Or, at leaſt, cannot ſurvive half an Hour; therefore 
A it is my Opinion, that we inſtantly quit the Houſe, and 
| apes all for our Taleyy: 
| Confuſion, Devils! 
| 1 PORCIA. 
Y 5 Ney, Sir, and faſt! dare but to open a Doar, Sir; by 
| Heav'n, that Moment I'll alarm the Town: You ſhall 
not think to eſcape, reeking She peer Merl s Blood, 
med in Defence of me. 
| THEO DORET. 
Lady, no fooling. 


POR- 
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oer 

No Sir, no fooling: but now, Sir, go you to your 
| Chamber, Sir, to your Chamber ; to your Prayer-Book 
and Repentance ; Faſting and Humiliation will be good 
= oe eons” abr 


 THEODORET. 
Damnation! unhand me! 
| PORCTIA. | 

IU dye ere I'll anhold you. Think you fo barbs- 
rouſly to leave me here in the Houſe with a dead 
Wretch, and have the Puniſhment of his dorr/Merder 
light on my innocent Head ? 
| THEODOREY.” 

What do you reſolve to do, Sir ? 

FATHER. 

Do, Sir! What can I refolve to do, Sir? I have no 
means to hope to eſcape, Sir: for, in the firſt place, 1 
aave uo Mone: and a Man that kills another without 
Money in his Pockets, is in a very on. I} 
the next place for a Diſguiſe, I have no Cloaths but thels 
vou ſee on my Back; with this Tripe-buff Belt here 
which there is not a Conflable in the whole City but 
| knows, and has had in his Cuſtody, Sword and all. Look 

you, Gentlemen, I have civilly kil'd a Man for your - 

Service; if you will reſolve, fairly and ſquarely, to hang 
like Friends together, ſo; If not, I mutiny; 
word is, nme 1a/s 


Enter Ros 4A 5. 


ROSARD. 
Oh, Sir! where are you ? 
GRATIAN. 
Well, Ry/ard, what's the News now ? 
1 ROSLAD 
The Gentleman, Heaven be thank'd, is revir'd again, 
Sir j tho” the Doctors ſay, ſuch another Fit will certainly 
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carry him off. e e e eee 
very penitent. 

FATHER. 


In troth, and that's a very ill Symptom ; therefore 
my Opinion is 4.1 am for hanging all together 
THEODORET. 

Hark you, old Ruſt; you ſay you have no Money, 
wherefore, during the preſent Interval, in the firſt place, 
becauſe I will have no Mutiny upon this Occaſion ; in or- 

: In the next 


105 


ymen £ 
of a ſmall Wardrobe, at the lower end of the Gallery ( 
above, you'll find the Door to it: Equip yourſelf, and ( 


1 — 
ou. 
, TR? FATHER. | 
83 Friend, the ſooner the better; ſor, to 
9 elſe I ſhall make but a ſcurvy matter 
of it at 7ybare Croſs; with a whining, Ace- | 
count of breaking the Sabbath, and keeping ill Company. 
Wherefore, not being good at making Speeches, I will | 
leave the Opportunity to you, of ſhewing your politer 
eee 
There's ao great harm in Murder, when it brings a Man 


| © Money. Afide, and Exit. 
PORCIA. 5 
e NA Port ris Togo" dnt © 
even Terms. 


wn © © a 4 ok « 

+ ma Lady, not yet: There's Life return'd: and there- 

fore Hopes ſtill ; though, at preſent, in ſome meaſure to 
comply with you, and eaſe your Apprehenſions, within 
the Limits of the Houſe and Gardens you are at your 
Liberty, but no farther this Night : And for you ampler 
Satisfaction, if I have any midnight Alarms from your 
Correſpondent abroad, there's Entertainment ready for 
him which he may not be very fond of; o Good-night, 
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iris almoſt Ten. Who waits? What ben, be ready there, 
Come, Gratian, III ſee you to your Reel, and then wo 
my Poſt of Guard. Ie. Theo. and Gra, 

PORCITA. 
oned ? was it not ? i 
FL" M + PHIGLIS. +7 27 
It was, Madam. | 
| PORCIA. 


Be ready then, all ye propitious Powers, that ſmile on 
faithful Love ; wait, like kind Angels, on him ; cflablich 
a „ ates SIT: 


"= ot C pw 
With bopes of Liberty I am indeed : It is an T. 
Woman's natural Right. Do not our Fathers, Brothers 
and Kinſwen often, upon pretence of it, hid fair for Re- 
bellion againſt their Sovereign ? And why oughtncr we, 
by their Example, to rebel as plauſibly againſt them? 
_- SYLFTA. | 

Moſt edifying Doctrine this is, truly. 5 
A Whiftle wwithout. 


You are 


2 
gd to ſur- 


382 The Arten: Or, 
Which, as tis laid ſure with Succeſs muſt end, | 


binde Juſtice does his Enterprize attend 

Vithout, and powerful Love withia his Friend. 
$CENE changes to Fields onthe Rat i. of a Garden. 
Eater BLAUGAR b, with a Party. 


BEAUGARD. | 
Hold, ſtand faſt ; I have juſt now receiv'd Intelligence 


over the Garden-Wall, that our Deſign has taken air, 


And there will be no eaſy Entrance. 
1 MAN. 

Ah Captain; the time has been, when, under your 
Command, we ſhould have had no need of a Council of 
War for the attacking ſuch a Fortification as this is. 

 _BEZUGARD. 

Peace, Plunder, Peace, you Rogue ; no Moroding now; 
we'll burn, rob, demoliſh and murder another time toge- 
ther: Tikes is & Barnet mult be Gone With Gongnep— 
Hark. 

2 MAN. 


Some Company coming, Sir, from the Back-Street- 
Ward. | 
BEAUGARD. 


Hold then, Plunder : Do you, with your flying Party, 
Miele ben Gilles aha e Flitde ; AE; GI 


reſt of the Body, poſt myſelf as advantageouſly as I can, 
| [Exeunt. 


to watch the Enemy's Motions. 
Enter T uzxoODORET and his Party. 


x THEODORET. 
This way the Noiſe was: Be ſure keep ſafe the Garden 
Gate, and follow me carefully. [Exit Theod. 


* 
I Enter 


ce „ D.qOoacAoS29A © 2A fd DB tm 24 
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Emer CounTiNna. 


COURTINE. 5 | 

So here l am; and now for my Inftruflions, Let me 
ſoe, [Reads the Bill.) Pray come dijgui/ed, that if the 
Defign fend miſcarry your Retreat may be the r. Tour 
anknown bluſhing Servant.——Humph! Nia Servant! 
Paſſingly modeſt, I'll warrant you! Pray come di/gni/ed 7 
So 1 am, or the Devil's in't; for I look more like a Cut. 
throat, than any thing elſe. Let me ſee; Upon this very 
Spot, the laſt time [ was here did I meet my damn'd 
Wife: Avert the Omen, ſweet Heaven I beſecch ther. 
And now, as I am conſidering, where can my Friend. 
Beaugard be at preſent too? With a Whore. There's that 
Queſtion anſwer d. Wherefore, would but my unknown 
bluſhing Servant appear, or give me a kiad Sign ; would 
but my little Partridge call, methinks I could fo ſhuckle, 
and run, and bill, and clap my Wings about her. Hah ! 


Enter THnoDOnReET. 
| THEODORET. 
Stand : Who goes there ? 

COURTINE. 
What's the matter now ? 
SERYANT. 
Stand, Sir: What are you, Sir? 
| COURTINE. 
| O | THEODORET. 
A Man, Sir, we fee you are: But what Man are you, 
Friend? | 
COURTINE. 


A Gentleman, Friend; and you had beſt uſe me 
ſo.By Heav'n, Theederet? and if I am but diſcover'd! 
THEODORET. 
er You are not him we look 


COUR. 
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COURTINE. 
I am glad of that with all my Heart. LS. 


FHEODORET. .. | 
And therefore I ask your Pardon. But, if you are a 
Gentleman, you will affiſt one in me, that have been 
injured. I have reaſon to believe, my Houſe is now be- 
ſet with Villains, who have baſe Deſigus upon the Honour 
of my Family. Wherefore, if you are what you pretend, 
you'll draw your Sword to do Juſtice in a good Cauſe. 

COURTINE. 

Sir, I wear it for no other end; and you ſhall com- 
mand it.— Ay, tis ſo; Brangard upon new Exploits for 
the Recovery of his Widow. Nothing but Knight-Errant- 

THEODORET. 

Pleaſe you then, Sir, to tay here with my Servants, 
while 1 walk to the Corner of yon Wall, and try what I 
can diſcover. SR [ Exit Theod. 
| | COURTINE. | . 

You may truſt me, Sir. Now will I ſhew myſelf a 
true Renegade; take Entertainment in Chriſtian Service, 
to betray 'em to my Brother Turk, upon the firſt Oppor- 
tunity. And fo, my bluſhing Unknown, you may &en 
ſtay your Stomach with your Sheets for this Night. 


Re enter Tu EO DOA E Tr. 


THEODORET. 
They are here, ſtand faſt ; be reſolute, and be rewarded 


* 
* 


Emer Luck E TIA. 


LUCRETILIA. 

Now, for a convenient Opportunity to do Miſchicf, 
Beaugard, | find, is come, and my kind Miſtreſs punc- 
cual to Appointment in the Garden. Now could I but 
order the Affair ſo, as to flur Beavgard upon her, inſtead 
of myſelf; and her upon him, inſtead of Poreia, my 
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| Conſcience would be ſatisfied ; and he, Mr. Cm, my 
Rival Widow, and the Wife, ferv'd all in their kind. 
THEODORET. 
ny Sir; what are you? [To Beau. af the Enrence. 
COURTINE. | 4c 


Ay; Now, now. 
BEAUGARD. 
No, matter, Sir; this is not a time of 


wer 
THEODORET. 

Nay, then. 
Nay, now Sir; and when elſe you think fitting. Sir : 
1 am the Man you look for; and you wr kim 1 wit 18 


meet here. 
COURTINE. 
Now how the Devil 1 ſhall do to tilt Booty; Hang 
me like a Dog if I can imagine. 
BEAUGARD. 
Come on there. 
THEODORET, 


You paſs upon your Death, | * ; 


BEAUGARD. 
-e 
ned it; 

1 ſee your Numbers too, and come prepared ; 
Porcia's my Claim, and here I'll win or loſe her. 
%%  L 
Then take thy Due; and die like a midnight Thief. 
Fall on. 1 
Beau. and Theod. engage, and their Partien. Beau. a 
_  Theod. guit each other. Beau. fall; »yon Courtine | 
and 'Theod. upon % Party; <wbo retires. 
| from bim, ar Cour. doe: from Bean. off from the Stags. 
8 * * ld . 
runs, 26 runs; I Falls 
Vor. II. ** Cd 


11 "a+ - r 
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Cards and Dice, and Quart-pot Brothel Brawls, were 
fitter for his Management, than honourable Difference ; 
Hark, claſhing of Swords ſtill! by Heaven I miſs our 
Friend, the honourable Stranger, that ſo generouſly took 
our Party: if it be him, let's out, and give him Succour. 


Enter BeauGarD driving in CourTixE, who retires 
beyond the reach of hit Sword. 


 BEAUGARD. 
COURTINE. 

No, Sir, I land ſtock fill, and won't ſtir an Inch; but 
fince you are ſo uncivil, reſolve not to fight a ſtroke more: 
So there's my Sword, and here's your _— 


BEAUGARD. 
 Courtine! | 
| | COURTINE. 
The ſame. , | | 
BEAUGARD. 
And thou my Enemy too! 
COURTINE. 


No, Sir, your Friend, had you been wiſe n to 
have found it. I came hither disguis'd, for a Reaſon 
you ſhall! know hereafter ; but falling into the hands of 
the Enemy, was forced to take Party againſt you, for fear 
of being beaten for you : Yet with a deſign of revolting, 
would you have given me leave, But you, when you 
ſhould have kept at the head of your Friends, took a 

fancy to be tickling my ſmall Guts, and now 
you ſee what you have got by it. 
BEAUGARD. 

Then farewel for ever poor Widow, — But ſtay, it 
were baſe and unmanly to give it over ſo—Let me ſee— 
Lend me thy Diſguiſe, quickly, quickly, WY, my 
Imagination's warm. 

COURTINE. 
Ay, 3 and glad to be rid of it K 
[Di/gui/er Beaugard. 
8 £4 U- 
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 BEAUGARD. 

Take this, and rally my ſcatter d Forces. © [Gives him 
5% .] They know the Sign; and cannot be far off 
under the Conduct of Pla that was my 
abroad, thou know' him; make what haſte is 
odd — and be ner 2s, I nay now Dior 


ſhould 
 COURTINE. 
Well, with all my Heart for once: here is a new De- 
fign in Embrio now ; *I fancy when we have got her, 
we ſhall never make of this Widow what the has colt us. 
BEAUGARD. 
No more ; I hear Company ; Vaniſh {Exit Cour. 


Exctr Tun OD Ot u. 


THEODORET. 

This way I think I heard it: Look, is not that 
Oh my dear Friend, let me embrace 
1 hope you are come of well. 

| BEAUGARD. 

Very well, Sir, I thank you, if I were but well off 
r 


he ! 
you: 


fallen, for I left him ſlagg'ring. Security were beſt 
for us all, Sir. | 
| My Heal ll be your danfuay, and Fl di with 
you but I'll protect you. 
BEAUGARD. 
I gad, and that's kindly ſaid, as things fland between 
us, and if he knew all. LA.. 
THEODORET. 


Open the Garden-gate there: You ſhall reſt yourſelf 
in an Arbour, while I diſpoſe of the groſs of my Family, 
and prepare an Apartment for your privacy. 

BEAUGARD. 
If I had dy'd in your Quarrel, Sir, a like 


had rewarded it. Cour. at the Entrance. 
9 R 2 [ COUR- 
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COURTINE. 
Stand ſtill ye beaten ſcatter d Scoundrels, I think that's 
he, n 
THEODORET, 
Open the Gate I fay there; come, 51 — — 
COURTINE. [They enter the Garden 
TORY "ah TO EE IgE. 


Enter Lu AIT 


L UCR ETA. 
O dear Sir, are not you Captain Beaugard? 
COURTINE. 
| The fame, my dear Child, the fame; hat chou any 
650d Tidings for me ? 
LUCRETIA. 

The private Door of the Garden on the other fide 
is opened, and you may enter, Sir. Lady is 
dying almoſt wick i Pop Foie Loon ex Bah 
more: Could you now tell me News of Captain Crartin ? 

|  _COURTINE. 

Hah! Does then my bluſhing Unknown belong to 
theſe Territories? It muſt be ſo, Captain Courrine is juſt 
ne in before, Sweet-heart, therefore if thou art a true 
riend to Love, quickly conduct me. 
LUCRETIA. 

I'll ſhew you Sir, into the Door, where you may con- 
ceal yourſelf in one of the Arbours till I go through the 

Houſe, and bring you farther Intelligence. 

| COURTINE. 
And if my Adventure happen really to be at the end 
of this Buſineſs, my Friend and I ſhall not, I fancy, 
© Ss i mia 
follow me, Rogues. {Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE the Gard. 


BZ Aua D looking out of an Arbeur. 
BEAUGARD. | 
So, fo, thus far I am undiſcovered ; it is as dark, as 
if the Devil himſelf were abroad a amongſt a 
Company of Northern Witches To-night: If Courtine be 
but evter'd with my Mirmidex:, the Widow's infallibly 
all my own. Hiſt! Who comes here? 


Emer LuciuTtia. 


LUCRETIA. 
Sir, Sir, where are you } 
| BEAUGARD. 
Here, here, my Friend, 1 wait you. 
LUCRETIA. 
Friend | Is not your Name 
440640. 
u Name, what | what can this — LN. 
LUCRETIA. 
Beaugard, Come, come, I know you: You need not 
diſtruſt yourſelf, my Deſign is to do you Service ; your 
Porcia knows you are here, and expeQts you with her 
Arms open ; follow me. 
34406 4K D. 
Be thou my good or bad Angel, at the charm of that 
Name I muſt follow thee, though thou lead me" bo 


Perdition. 
LUCRETIA. 
Softly, no Noiſe, this way, give me your * 


Emer Court. 


COURTINE. | 
Hold let me ſee; Ay, there I think is an Arbour 
where [ will creep in, and lie as cloſe, 2 « Conard in 
the Hold at a Ser- iht. 


R 3 _ 


390 The Ar HEIST: Or, 


Fuer THEODORET. 


 THEODORET. 
Hereabouts it was I left him, it is wonderfully dark! 
Friend! Friend! Where are you? 
„ CQURTINSKE, | 
Ha! that's another fort of Voice than the Viking 


I depend upon. By Heaven, Theodoret / [Alu. 
THEODORET. | 
Friend, Friend, I ſay, where are you? 
COURTINE. 
Ay, but the Devil a Word you get out of me. [Au. 
THEODORET. 
Why, Sir Friend, do not you hear me ? 
No. f . 
| THEODORET. WS 
T am ſure this muſt be the Arbour; 2 
a Flambeaux. 
| COURTINE. 
That may not be ſo well neither, my Affairs will not 
agree with the Light, as I take it. Asi. 


 THEODORET. 8 

May be he's fallen aſleep ; let me fee. ¶ Crepes into the 
Arbour and Aa him] Tis even ſo: What hoa, Sir 
{Courtine /aorer. 

Friend, Friend, awake, your iChonther's ready, and I 


ſtay for you. 
CO URTINE: 
Who's there? What are you ? 
6 
| THEODORET. 
Huſh, make no Noiſe ; but come away. 
COURTINE. -. 
Is it you, Sir? —— Ho mitakes ws for Bacagerd, 


I * 


THEO. 


due Houle being certainly beſet for the apprehending ſome 
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THEODORET. 
The fame : I wait upon you, follow me. 
COURTINE. 
If he diſcover me, all again is ruin'd ; bat Darkneſs, I 
hope, and Impudence, will befriend a good Cauſe, Lu. 


SCEN E Daredevil's Chamber, 


With only one ſmall Lamp burning, and DAD vit on 
the Bed. 


DAREDEMIL. 15 
: ' Oh! oh! oh! my Wounds and my Sins ! Conkience, 
E 2 ——j * 
[Beaugurd's Farber at the Door. 
FATHER. 

This cowardly Chicken-hearted Raſcal will die, and 
be damn'd at laſt. How do you do, Sir? How do you 
find ? 

ay) DAREDEPIL. 

Oh very ill, Heaven knows! within fow Hours of 
2 Grave, and, without great Mercy, of a deeper Place 
Whoever you are, if you have any Charity, procure me 
—ꝛ— — a4 
my Iniquity to. | 


two Days was blaſpheming: Ought I to be hang'd now 
for ſuch a Varlet ! ſhall I ſend you a Divine, faid 


you, Sir? | 
DAREDEFIL. 
It would be a great Favour, and a Comfort to me, Sir. 
FATHER, 
I'll try what I can do for you, ſince I ſee your Con- 
dition ſo dangerous; a Pox o your queaſy Conſcience. 
There is no Safety for me in ſtaying here that's one thing, 


NR4 | body 
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body: For N out at the Wardrobe Window as 1 
© was dreſſing myſelf, „ eee 
with hangmanly Faces, and ſculking about the 
Cali: 4 . 
finiſh my Diſguiſe, 5 Alarm, take 
the faireſt Opportunity to get off in it; and that for me 
6 [Zur Father. 


Enter CounTtine. 


COURTINE. 

To what an inſignificant Purpoſe have I taken all this 
pains to Night? here have I been put into a Room with 
a Bed in it, with Pray, Sir, will you pleaſe to take your 
Reft, in the Devil's Name; when my Deſign has not been 
to take my Reſt, but my Recreation; I fancy I heard a 
—— — — rn day 

myſelf in a 'd Humour 
5 — : to r Damſel that 
wants a Companion'to paſSaway.a tedious Night withal. 
 DAREBDEMFIL. 
Oh! ob! Would bat this dear Man come now | 
4 COURTINE. 
| - Hah! hark! That muſt certainly be me the means ; 
nay, 1 am ſure on't: Ill on a little farther. 
9244191711. 


. 


1 
COURTINE. | 
1 thou poor Creature ? I am come to 
or Sos. 
LR.  DAREDEP IL. 
I with you had come a little ſooner, I am very ill. 
COURTINE. 
Alas, kind Soul, ſhe's fick with paſſionate Expec- 
tation : This muſt be my gre unknown Servant, 


erb 
| ” DARE: 
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DAREDEMIL. 
Whereabouts are you? Give me your Hand hither, 
will you? 
COURTINE. 


Here, here it is, and my Heart too, thou haſt 'em 
both: In err the has a wel grown Palm, by the Rule 
of Proportion I'll warrant her a Swinger: t no 


matter, 'tis in the dark. LSA. 
DAREDEPFIL © 

: Heart, fhid you, Gir? Alas! my poor Heart's break- 

ing. 


COURTINE. 
„dear Soul ! No, no, never fear it; Fl give 
Pp on oy vi it whole, I warrant thee, This 3s 
the moſt Romantic Adventure, Fall to undrefing e. 


Poxcia and PuiLLIs at the Derr. 


PORCTIA. 
Has then Braugeord gotten Entrunce art thou ſure? 
| COURTINE. 
Hah ! 
PHILLIS. 
Madam, fo ſure, that his Yale Fearbin i here in he 
| Houſe, and told me fo himelf. 2 


COURTINE. 
What's that? 
PORCIA.. 


Then now my Part begins: Was there ever ſuch, 
human Cruelty committed, a Wretch barbarouſly 
der'd and expos'd, without Comfort or Succour ? 

 .,COURTINE. 
Murder, ſaid they ? What, Manſlaying! when - 
Thoughts were upon nothing but wary” 
then tis time that I take care for one, and till a 
Conveniency offer itielf, here's my Burrough. Murder 


ia the Devil's name. What do they iay now ? aq 
| [Crops under ! the Bid. 
R 5 7 0 K 


N 


ir 


SE 
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PORCTA. 


No, all Chats winrar eee 
claim it to the World: What hoa there, Murder, Mur- 


der, Murder! L 
COURTINE. 
Oh Lord, here's a Condition that I am 


PORCIA. 
But does the Chirurgion ſay there is certainly no 


Danger ? 
PHILLIS. 


Only a thin ſkin Wound on the outfde of his Bell ; 
but that the Force of Fear in the Cowardly-hearted 


Fellow, 8 ler him Gink of —_—_ 1 * and 


| PORCIA. 

The preſent Advantage of it then muſt be improvd: 
wherefore, I ſay, the ſtinging of my Conſcience will not 
let me reſt, I dare not conceal this Murder. Murder, 
Murder, Murder! Cry Murder you Witch, and alarm 


the Houſe, 
PHILLIS. 
Here is ſomebody coming already, Madam. 
POR CIA. 
Stand ſtill and obſerve then. 


Enter BrzAUGARD. 
BEAUGARD. 
I think it was this way, but no matter, for I am ſure 


1 reign Lord Paramount of this Caſtle now. The angry 
* Brother is gone to Bed, andall his warlike Family, 
where he lies as faſt and ſnores and Gapes ſo wide, one 
might ſteal the Widow out of his Mouth if ſhe were 
there: Now could I but find the way to her Ladyſhip's 
Chamber, while Plunder is, according to Orders, with 
his Crew binding the drowzy of the Family in 
their Beds! What an Opportunity would that be ! For there 


as but of making a ſli Widow ſure to you. 
one way of making a ſlippery 787 
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PORCIA. 
No matter, happen how it will, I ſay agaia it is 0 
crying Sin, it is an Abomination, tis a——Ah! 
{Seeing Beau. A d. i 4 and runs out» 
BEAUGARD. 
| Hah! What do Ghoſts walk bere at this time o'Night, 
I FRO 2006 POE 
Forms, : 
[Going out is met &y bis Father, au- Phanatich 


Preacher. 


FATHER. 

| Yes, verily, and indeed it is an Abomination, a be- 

ing Shame, and a lewd Abomination. | 
BEAUGARD. 

Hell and the Devil! My Spirit in Petticoats that 
ſqueak d Abomination in Els, converted to the fleſhly 
fGimilitude of a Holy Brother, that cants it in Ga. 
Hoh ! Speak, what art thou ? 

FATHER. | 

A Miniſter of Peace to wounded Conſciences. I come 
here by appointment with an Olive Branch in my Mouth, 
70 viſit a mortal Ark tand and flowing in floods of it 
own Tears, for its own Frailties. 

BEAUGARD. 
And are you really, Sir? a Man ? Really the Godly 
Implement you appear to be, tor the Gonwing. of 4205 


Conſciences ? 
DAREDEVIL | 
Ha! ha! ha! Godly Implement! it bas Sed made 


N 


Oh, h h 

FATHER. 
| I am, Friend, I tell thee, an Inſtructor of the Choſen : 
Thou ſavour ſt of the old Man, ſtand off, and do not 
pollute me with too near communication: I come to 
convert a Sinner to the Truth; * 
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— ay nobody ; and expounded the Groans of 
the Proteſtant Board. How fareth our Brother??? 
DARE DEPFIL. © 
Alas, Sir, very weak; upon the point of Diſſolu- 
on, and — with the Grings'of a terrify's Con- 


Jon 
. -: BITHRBR. -: 
Lay then one Hand upon thy Heart. 
; DAREDEMYTL. 
1 do fo. 
FATHER. 


Lend me the other; that in the pouring forth thy Sins, 
thy right Hand may not know what thy left Hand doth. 
BEAUGARD. 

A very material Point that is truly. 
#4THER.. 
Thou haft liv d in Wickedneſs long. | 
| N DAREDEPIL. 
From ſixteen to eight · and. forty, without the leaſt 
Repentance or a Thought of it. . 


FATHER. 
A very dangerous flate ; but for thy darling Sins, In. 
primis, what ? 
DAREDEPIL. 
FATHER. 4 Sos 


Avery Sin, and of che Devil's own Ini 
tuation; for it ſets our Soul's o'fire: Nay, it ſets our 
Noſes o'fire, and fets Houſes o'fire. Drunkennefo—— 
Did you ever burn any Houſes ? 
© DAREDEPTIL. 
| Never but three, and they Houſes of Pollution tov: 
 Bawdy-Houſes, Sir. | | 


FATHER. 
80 much the worſe : For if Bawdy-Houſes be burnt, 
"what civil Family in this City fleeps fafe ? I never burnt 
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| * 
| FATHER | 
For Adultery, I monn eorrepting of order Mane Whres, 
„„ nt na 1 
gen repent ? | | 
DIR#ESDEIPTE | 
Prom the nnr 
BEAUGARD. 
= Heaven be thank'd, yr omen WT 
Whoredom. 
FATHER. 


No more to be ſaid then; be comforted, and I'll ab- 
folve thee : D 


mitted laſt? 
DAREDEVIL. 
With my Boſom Friend's Wife, and one that dev d 


much better of me. 


BEAUGARD. 
fe Reg Rr_ 
FATHER 
Impudent Rogue ! But was ſhe very young? 
BEAUGARD. 
Queiions are 


Ay, now the feeling, 


farting. "out 
95422571 WM 17 
About Eighteen; and net yet wedded « full Year, 
e 
Voluptuous Dog? Bur Bar handiom "$00 ? Was th yr 
handfom / 
DAREDEPIL. 
Too beautiful, to have had ſo little Virtue. 
FATHER. 
Her Name, her Name | Tell me ber Name. Quick- 
'” EY IRS let me know her Name. BEAU 
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BEAUGARD. 
Well faid, well ſaid there, old Fornication ! 
DAREDEMF IL. 
That I have promiſed ſhall for ever be a Secret, Sir. 
FATHER. 
Then thou art damn'd, and I do not abſolre thee. 1 
muſt know this precious young _— 2 
Once more I ay her Name! t 
DAREDEF IL. 
- But I have ſworn, Sir ; you'd not have me be forfworn, 
FITHEAR 

A mortal Sin in itſelf; Swearing is another Sin. Fare- 
well, I'll have no more to do with thee: Thy Sins are of 
too deep a Dye, and Satan be upon thee——A damn d 
Rogue not to tell her Name. 

DAREDEMYIL. 
oh l ch! dear Sir, come back again, and leave me 
not in this deſperate, . ſad Condition. 
| [ Exit Father. 

If be hag any Mercy in this Caſe but upon his own Con- 
ditions, he's no Father of mine I'm ſure on't. [Aſide 

Enter LUCRET1 A. | 
LUCRETIA. 

Oh, Sir, I am glad I have met with you; a word with 
you in private; turn, turn this way into the next Room 
quickly ; Porcia, Porcia, your Widow Porcia, Sir. 

BEAUGARD. 

Hah ! ſpeak, where is ſhe, thou pretty, ſmiling Mercury! 
| LUCRETIA. 

1 am to bring her to you this moment: No more words, 
but in Sir, in, if you'll be happy. 

COURTINE. 

Porcia, Porcia, ſaid he? Then I am ſure it muft be 

Wee a pretty nr. Ti. 
BEAUGARD. 

And man T truſt thee ? * e 

| LUCRE- 
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LUCRETIA. 

Why ſhould I deceive you ? * 
BEAUGARD. 

Be ſure thou doſt not, as thou loveſt the welfare of this 


loft, tender Outüde ; adieu for a Minute. [ Exit. 
LUCRETIA, 

That Minute gives ber on your Tythlon, ðꝗ 
Madam, Hiſt! The Coaſt is now clear. 


81711471. 
Where are you, Ill nature? 
LUCRETIA. 
Here, tortur'd a ng 
come, co. | 
371714 
Why do you make me do this ? 
LUCRETIA. 


Is that a Queſtion aow.?. Tura, tun into the dark 


Chamber: I'll but ſecure this Door, and then the Night's 
our — 


| 8114 
Don't ay too long. 
COURTINE. 
How afraid the is, led he ſhould come again too ſoon, 


LUCRETIA. 
Be ſatisſy d, I'll ly—that is from you a 5 ſaſt as I can; 
for I hope 1 have fitted you. [ Eat Sylvia, 
COURTINE. 


Nay, faith, if this be the Cuſtom of the Houſe,. I'll 
| lurk here no longer: The Devil again! 


Re-enter Faru R. 


FATHER. 
Trouble me no more, I fay I will not be perſuaded, 
I will know the Adultcrefs's Name, that I may admo- 
niſh her: for it has been of ancient Practice in theſe our 


$ 
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pious Officers, to make our Converts confeſs not only afl 
they know, but all that we have a mind to know. 
DAREDEPIL. 
Not, Sir, I hope, if it be iniproper. 
th Ri 99. 
o matter or improper, t or 
- wrong, true or falſe, if it be for our uſe it ** 
| felled. Therefore I ſay, and fay again, I do not abſolve 
thee, thou art in the ſtate of Perdition ſtill: tell me her 
Name, or for thy Drunkenneſs, and burning of Houſes ; 
thy Whoredoms and Adulteries; Blaſphemy, and Profane- 
neſs; thy Swearing,' and Forſwearing; thy rubbing out 
Milk-ſcores, and lamb-blacking of Signs in Covent-Gar- 
dun: thy breaking of Windows, killing Conſtables and 
Waxchmen, Beadles, Taylors, aylors, Hackney-Coachmen and 
Noiſes of nn from each fide of the Stage, one from 
Sylvia. 


Hark there, the ſcreaming Fiends are at thy Door already, 
Hark! [Scream again. 
C OUR TINE. 

Nay, Madam, if you ſqueak, and think to alarm the 
Houſe, if I do not behave myſelf like a true Friend to 
Love, I am miſtaken, and ſo here I am poſted, and thus 
will maintain the Paſs. 

| [Goes to the door where Beau. and bis Wife are, and 

draws his Sword te defend it. 
LUCRETLILA. 

IA the Doer.] Well ſaid, my civil, dear and friendly 
Cuckold. 

Enter TatoporET and Porcia crying. 


THEODORET. 
mae 

PORCIA. | 

7 A here on 

COURT- 
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COURTINE. 
How's this ? Porcia taken there, nnn 
in private with Porcia t00 ! | 
9 5 THEODORET. 
By Heav'n thou dy'& this Moment. 
ti G@OUSBTIH SS: 
By Hell though, but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. 


* Enter SYLVvia and Baud purſuing ber. 


 BEAUGARD. 

Nay, Madam, then ! How's this ? my Widow fplit in 
ewain ! My Nui there, and Tee haze woo 7 Confound 
me, Courtine's Wife! T have done finely. © 

THEODORET. 


COURTINE, Ros OWN 
[Shows bim Bean, 


Vos fee, bin, 1 am 
 _BEAUGARD. 
| By Hearn andand der, g — 
PORCTA. 
- My faithful Soldier! 1 
 BEAUGARD. 
My viftorious Widow ! [She rams into bir Arms, 
 THEODORET. 
Call up my Servants there, raiſe af! the Houſhold. 
BEAUGARD. 
Il do't, Sir | 
[Giver the Sign, Plunder and bi; 70 appear. 
See, here are thoſe that are ready to wait on you, if you 
have any Service to commmand them. ; 
THEODORET. 
And I will find 'em Service that ſhall warm em. [ Tait. 


COURTINE. 
Now, I fancy, by this Lady's concealing herſelf, ſhe 


may be a diſcovery worth the making. Madam, you ſce 


here 
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here my Friend is inconſtant, but truly nothing could 
ever wean him from this Widow dere My 
Wife! my rigid virtwoes Wike! my" dammn'd , confounded 
„ FM ; 
BEAUGARD. 


Now here are very hopeful matters towards. 
LOUTH S.T 5 3 

It was very courteouſly done of me, Beaugard, was 

it not, to keep the Door for you, with my own Wife, Sir? 
BEAUGARD. 

Nay, let us not quarrel, Ned; I'll give thee a friendly 
account of this matter to-morrow —— ves 3 
in the mean time be ſatisfy d, I have not wrong d thee. 

PORCIA 

EL this Foraging into other Folks 


Quarters, Captain | 
| 71480 1 | 
| I am afraid, OT 8 9 pn nnd 6 Fingers the 
na dan u 
SYLY 14. 


Indeed, my Deareſt——- 
COURTINE. _ 

Your humble Servant, my Deareſt! I am vnly glad of 
this fair Opportunity, to be rid of you, my Deareſt: hence- 
forth, my Deareſt, I ſhall drink my Drink, my Deareſt, 1 
| ſhall Whore my Deareſt; and ſo long as I can Pimp fo 
handfomly for you, my Deareſt, I hope if ever we return 
into the Country, you'll wink at a ſmall Fault now and then 
with the Dairy-Wench, or Chamber-Maid, my Deareft. 


| SYLYVI1A. 
I always was a Burden to your fight, and you ſhall 
be this time eas'd ont. [ Exit. 
COURTINE. _ 


With all my Heart! Heav . en laſt for ever. 


Enter 


The Sorbo Foro. 403 


Emer THztoDoORET. 


| THEODORET. ; 
My Doors lockt up! my Servants gagg'd and bound! 
I am betray'd, undone, and [I] not live to bear it. 
 BEAUGARD. 
| Nay, hold, Sir, none of that neither : This Defign 
was not laid for a Tragedy. 
THEODORET. 
How do you intend to deal with me ? 
BEAUGARD. 
Like a Gentleman, Sir, though you hardly deſerve it 
of me: In Thort, this Lady is in my Charge now, and 
you in my Power; and by her Authority, this her 
own Houſe, [ have made thes bids whih Ba ane take 
care to diſpoſe her hereafter out of the reach of your mer- 
cileſs Tyranny ; nay, if this reverend Parſon will do us 
the friendly Office, I have often renounc'd it, am 
ready to do it one way this Moment. Daredewl, wilt 
thou lend me thy in? | 
* DAREDEPFTIL.. 
Heh! | = 
PORCIA. 


Riſe, Sir ! Won't mow 7 If your od Friend nd 
make a match on't, fo kind to dance at 


the Wedding. 
57121771 
Dance, Madam ! I am dying. 
PHILLIS. 


That's falſe, to my knowledge, Madam: For the 
Surgeon told me laſt drefling, it was ſo ſlight a Wound, 
he had much ado to keep it from healing. 
DAREDEPIL, © | 

Yeo, by the ane than won be bel eve wr be 
forſooth, and faid he would ſhew you | 

"of tis Spender, for handling and tampering 
with 
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with his Box of Jaftruments, and there's the truth out now- 


ALL. 
Ha! ha ! ha! ha! 
DAREDEFIL. 
| Why, Gentlemen, Ladies, Friends, Acquaintance, am 
not I dying? Am not I wounded ? Is not there a Hole in 
my Nelly, that you may turn a Coach and fix in? 
BEAUGARD. 
No, no: Pr'ythee leave raving, and get up for ſhame, 
Man, Thou an Atheiſt, thou believe neither a God nor 
a Devil, and be afraid of a hurt no bigger than a Pin- 
hole | Courtine, lend as thy hand to raiſe up our old 
Friend here: Well, how is't now ? [Sets him on bis Legs. 
DAREDEPMPTL. 
Ha! faith and troth, I fancy, not ſo bad as I thought 
it was. Methinks I I begin to find myſelf pretty hearty ; 
Jean ſtand, I can walk too, I have no Pain at all. How 
doſt thou do, old Orthodox? 
[Strikes him on the Shoulder, aubich ſhakes the Diſguiſe 
from his Face. 
COURTINE. | 
Ab! but you repented, Daredevil; thou did repent, 
Friend: I am ſorry to hear of it with all my heart, it 
vill be a foul blot in thy Eſcutcheon: But thou didſt repent. 
[ FATHER. 
A Pox on the Block-head, now [I ſhall be known. | 
[Fumbling ts fix bis Diſguiſe again. 
DAREDEPMIL. 
Repent! Pr'ythee be quiet, Man; repent, quotha! 
Why, doſt thou think I did not know my old Cuſtomer 
for two Duces here, old Anti- Abraham, 2 Father of 


Unbelievers? | 
FATHER. 


My Jacky! my little Rogue ! my dainty Boy! Thou 
Son of thy nown Father, I can bold no longer; and [ 
muſt kiſs thee, and I will kits thee, ceee you ” you 

Dog» 
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you little dear damn'd Dog. [Sings old 

— the Widow's our own : There lie 
BEAUGARD. 

A very Cutter, as I live, had he but a Tabithe, a 

perfect Cutter. a 

FATHER, 


Now, Tacky boy ; Tacky, you ſhall not 1 
have a little ſpill out of this N now, hah ? The jolly 
Worms that have fatten'd ſo long in this Malmſey Noſe 
of mine with the Fumes of Sack, will die, and drop out 
of their Sockets elſe. Couldſt thou have the Heart to 
ſee this illuminated Noſe of mine look like an empty 

Honey-Comb; coudſt thou be ſo hard-hearted ? 
| PORCIA. 

Faith, Captain, be mollify'd; the old Gentleman, me- 
thinks, propoſes very moderately. 

FATHER. 

It ſhall be fo, ſhe ſhall be my hrer-in-Law, 

though I invert the Order of Duty, and ask her Bleſſing. 
BEAUGARD:. © | 

Look you, Sir: Though you have bern a very ungra- 

cious Father, upon condition that you'll promiſe to leave 


off Gaming, nh 1 
will treat wich you. 


FATHER. 
The truth on't is, I have been to blame, Jack / But 
thou ſhalt find me hereafter very obedient ; that is, pro- 
vided I have my Terms : which are theſe. 
| BEAUGARD. 
Come on, then. 


FATHER. 
Three Bottles of Sack, Jack, for Diew, without Doduc- 
tion, or falſe Meaſure: Two Pound of Tobacco per 
Month ; and that of the beft too. 
COURTINE. 
Truly — 
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but me always: Money in my Pocket: An old Pacing 


FATHER. 
Buttock-Beef and March Beer at Dinner, you 
A young Wench of my own chuſing, to wait on no 


y 


Horſe, and an Elbow-Chair. 
BEAUGARD. 

' Agreed. You ſee, Sir, already; I am beginning to ſet- 
tle my Family; and all this comes by the Dominion 
Chance has over us. By Ns ak the Fen of 
an old Father off from 3 and made a Chaplain 


of bim. By the ſame fort of Chance I have taken this 


Lady off from your Hands, and intend to make her ano- 
ther ſort of Domeſtick. What lay you, Sir? Are you 


contented ? 


THEODORET. 
J cannot tell whether I am or no. 
BEAUGARD. 
Then you are not ſo wiſe a Man as I took you for, 
In the mean Time ; for your Liberty, you muſt diſpenſe 
with the want of it, till 1 have this Night ſecured” the 


Safety of my Widow. Your Friend Gratian, becauſe of 


his Wounds, is only lock'd in his Chamber, and may 
take his Reſt as otherwiſe. For the other part of the Fa- 


mily, I care not to make Excuſes, 


Thus ſtill, with Power in hand we treat of Peace; 
But when tis ratify'd, Suſpicions ceaſe : 

The conquer'd to recruiting Labours move ; 

Like me, the Victor, crowns his Eaſe, with Love. * 


Wo 
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E PIL OG U 


By Mr. Dux x, of Cambridge. 
T i1 not leng, fince in the noify Pit 
Tumultuou: Faction ate the Judge of Wit ; | 
There Knaves applauded whet their writ. 
At a Whig-Brother' Play, the Bazvling Crewd 
Burſt out in Shouts, as zealous, 42 az loud, 
Ar when ſome Member flour Election - Beer 
Gain: t mad Voice of a whole Drunken Shire. 
And yet, even then, our Poet's Truth was try'd, 
Tho' 'twas a Dev'liſh Pull to ſtem the Tyde; 
| And the be ner did Line of Treaſon write, 
Nor made one Rocket on Queen Hat, Night, 
Such was bis Fortune, or /o good bit Cane, 
Even then be fail d not wholly of Applauſe. 
He that could then </cape, now bolder grows : 
Since the Whig-Tyde runs out, the Loyal flows. 
All you who lately bere preſum'd to bawl, 
Tale warning from your Brethren at Guild-Hall ; 
The Spirit of Rebellion here i g, 
And here your Poet';s-AQts are all regeaÞ'd: 
Impartial Juſtice has re/um'd again 
Her aten Scat, nor bear: the Sword in vain. 
The Stage ſhall laſh the Follies of the Times, 
And the Law's Vengeance overtake the Crimes. 
The perjur'd Wretch fall xo Protefion gain 
From his diſhonour'd Robe and Golden Chain 3 
But fland enge d to all the inſulting Town, 
While rotten Eggs bedaub the Scarlet Gown. 


Pack 


EPILOGUE 


Pal benct betimts, yoa that notre never ſparing 

To ſave the Land, and damn yourſelves, by ſweariug. 
Shou'd the Wile City now, to caſe your Fears, | 

Ereft an Office to enſure your Lari, : 

Thitber ſuch num'rous Shoals of Witneſſes, 

And ſuries, conſcious of their Guilt, wwou'd preſ/7, 

That to the Chamber hente might more be gain'd, - 


. 


Ten ever Mother Creſwell from it drain'd; 


Au Perjury to tb Orphans Bank reffore 


"Whatever Whoredom rob it of before. 


Bad af the Second Volume. 


